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Fox & The White Hound 


by ModerBjorn 


Summary 


Aoibhinn, A Witcheress, is on the hunt for someone she's lost. On her journey, Geralt of 
Rivia happens upon her and they form an unlikely bond that results in her allowing him to 
follow her around, all while finding herself falling for him. The feelings are mutual, but is it 
enough? 


-So I was talking to a woman once and we casually decided that there was a Witcher School, 
called the Fox School, where it's all women. We decided they wore more Celtic/Gaelic garb 
and carry Claymores. I'm taking a lot of liberties with this fanfic (Definitely an AU), so 
please don't come for me. The smut will come later, I promise, and I'll add tags as I write and 
update. This is also my first PUBLISHED fanfic, so please be honest with me about any 
issues you find. I am also new posting on AO3 so please forgive any mistakes I make in 
posting.- 


**T do not own any of the characters belonging to Witcher, aside from the oc's and a few side 
characters I just kind of made up for filler.** 


Introductions 


Chapter Summary 


We meet Aoibhinn, a Witcheress with an anger problem - And Geralt, a Witcher with a 
budding infatuation. 


Chapter Notes 


*Trish Gaelic translations used in this chapter* 
Titim gan eiri ort! - Fall down and never rise again! (the Irish version of "Drop dead!") 


(Aoibhinn is pronounced Ay-veen) 


Chapter One 


Aoibhinn poises to land yet another blow to the beast before her. Her large silver claymore 
rests on her shoulder as she tenses her muscles, ready for a killing blow. Just as the large 
blade begins to sing through the air, a flash of silver from her left. A much smaller blade 
enters the ribs of the beast as it lets out a feral cry of pain. Her eyes dart to the wielder of the 
blade, a sneer tugging gently at her top lip. 


“What in the fuck do ye think yer doin’? Titim gan eiri ort!” She yells at the flash of white 
hair. She swings her cumbersome sword again, this time aimed at the newcomer's blade, 
knocking it out of his hands. She pushes through her downswing, lifting the blade again - 
overhead and to the right, relieving the beast of its large head. The cut is clean and the head 
of the bear hits the mud with a thick sound, shortly followed by the sound of the bear’s body 
slumping to the earth. “You’ve a lot of nerve, ye bastard!” 


The white-haired man grabs his sword from the muck and looks at her with his brows knit 
ever so slightly. “It seemed as if you might have needed help,” he says matter-of-factly. 


“*Nd what would’ve possessed ye to make ye think that?” She gives her blade a few good 
swings through the air, flicking bits of blood and bone from it, but also showing that she 
clearly still has some stamina. 


“A female Witcher?” He asks in all seriousness, ignoring her question. 


“Aye, was it the tits that gave it away?” She motions to her leather bodice, a bit of modest 
cleavage peeking over the top. He doesn’t answer, just looks down to her chest for a moment 
and then back to her eyes. They aren’t golden like his own, but a light fawn color with flecks 
of gold around the iris. They could almost pass for human. “Or let me guess, was it the 
flowing locks and the wee cute button nose?” Her words are sweet but her tone is laden with 
sarcasm as she wipes a gloved hand across her cheek and nose, smearing blood from the 
beast over her freckled skin. Her accent isn’t from any region he’s ever been to. It’s light and 
flowery, and ever so slightly chaotic to his ears. 


“T did not know there were female Witchers.” He pulls a rag and wipes his silver sword to the 
best of his ability, not looking away from her. 


She glares at him, still slow to sheath her blade. “And what would ye know ‘bout Witchers?” 
It's a rhetorical question, but he answers it all the same. 


“Well, I am one.” It slips past his lips almost as a question. 


She lets out a mirthy laugh, grabbing her belly as it dances past her teeth. “I gathered that 
much, Dog.” Her accent fades slightly, as does her anger. 


He gives her a serious glare at the name... Dog ... But he chooses to say nothing. “Was it the 
eyes that gave it away?” He tries to smile but it falls flat. As her laugh dies down, he moves 
to the head of the bear but the flat of her sliver claymore slaps at his leather-clad chest. 


“An’ what exactly do’ye think yer doin’?” The accent comes back a little thicker as her 
copper curls dance angrily, framing her heart-shaped face. “This is my contract, Dog. And ye 
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best be leavin’. 


He pauses immediately, hands up in surrender. “Was merely trying to assist. That’s all.” He 
sheaths his silver sword then, so as not to upset her further. 


“Do’ye think me not strong enough to lift a simple bear’s head?” She turns the flat of her 
blade poetically so that the point now aims carefully at his heart. “Ye see a beautiful maiden 
in the woods fighting a measly primal bear and decide she needs saving?” As the words come 
faster, the rage builds and her eyes darken ever so slightly, making the gold around the iris 
that much more prominent. “Simply because ye have a cock, ye think every set of tits needs 
saving?!” She’s yelling now, pushing the sword deeper into his chest but not breaking skin. 


“Well, I never said you were a beautiful maiden.” He says it so flatly. “That is your 
assumption.” 


She casts the blade aside, the tip haphazardly sinking into the muck and moss. In a flash - she 
bashes his nose with a gloved fist, sending sparkling droplets of red through the air, then 
grabs him by the throat and lifts him. The tips of his boots barely scrape the ground as she 
holds him aloft. At this moment he notices her muscles testing the seams of her leather armor. 
While she stands a bit shorter than him, her brawn is clearly a match for his own. 


The last thing he sees is a blur of green and then blue as she hoists him higher and then slams 
his back into the cold, damp earth. He grunts as his head slams into a rock protruding from 
the mud, stars shooting through his vision before darkness steals it from him. 


When he wakes, he’s resting against a fallen tree, mere yards from where the body of the 
primal bear lays. A high-pitched whine groans through his skull as he rights himself, testing 
his steadiness as he rises. He reaches his gloved hand to the back of his head, a stinging 
sensation shooting through his skull as he looks at his hand and sees blood. 


He takes a moment to right himself some more and tease out his surroundings with his 
heightened senses. He hears the slight tap of metal against stone and the sound of a gentle 
brook maneuvering around rocks less than half a mile away. He checks his belongings, 
everything intact, and then makes his way down to the sound of water rushing gently. 


Aoibhinn sits on her haunches at the edge of the creek, rinsing her silver claymore in the 
clear water. Her leather bodice hangs over a low-hanging branch, already cleansed. The 
white-haired Witcher approaches slowly, making his presence known, before squatting beside 
her and unsheathing his own silver sword to rinse in the same water. As he glances over to 
her, her loose blouse gives way to her breasts and the male Witcher can’t help but blush ever 
so slightly as she continues to rinse her claymore in the creek. 


“Do tits make ye uncomfortable, Dog?” She stands and places her sword in its scabbard that 
lays over the branch next to her leather bodice. 


“Not at all.” It’s all he says and it seems like the end of the conversation. 


She continues to strip bit by bit, rinsing the bear’s blood from her leather armor, paying no 
mind to the white-haired Witcher to her left. He doesn’t look at her again as they each clean 
themselves thoroughly and then dawn their armor. Without a word of goodbye, she re-straps 


her sword to her back and slings the bear’s head over her shoulder, making her way to a yet 
unseen steed waiting in the underbrush near them. 


“T’ll see you around...” The male witcher calls after her. 


“Ye best hope not.” She strides off into the forest, strapping her trophy to her horse and 
mounting it in one swift and fluid motion. She digs her heels into the mare and she’s off, 
leaving the white-haired witcher to stew in what the fuck just happened. 


Loyal Dog 


Chapter Summary 


Geralt follows Aoibhann back to town. They get some snacks and mead and then decide 
to swap swords. 


Chapter Notes 


I know... I say "white-haired witcher" and "male witcher" A LOT in this chapter. It gets 
a bit redundant but I think it still reads okay. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Two 


Aoibhinn trots at a slow pace towards the nearby village, her trophy strapped to the back of 
her mare, Rust. Just as the outer gates come into view, she hears the quick clomping of 
hooves approaching behind her. Dog , she thinks to herself. She kicks her beast into a quicker 
pace, hoping to avoid him, but it’s no use. He catches up on his black steed, slowing as he 
reaches the haunches of her mare. 


“How is it that a woman came to be a Witcher?” He asks in all earnest, earning a hidden eye 
roll from the woman. 


“Aye, he’s a loyal Dog, is ‘e?” she smirks to herself as he nears her, and she hears him huff 
audibly. “How is it that ye think women canno’ be Witchers?” She casts a glance back at him, 
begging him to take the bait. 


“They all die...” There is a tinge of sadness in his voice as he remembers his own Trials of 
the Grasses. 


“So cunts ‘re weaker than cocks, then.” It isn’t a question, more of an assumption. “Women 
‘re so frail they can’t handle a few mutagens. They simply fall over dead?” She eyes him 
suspiciously. 


“That’s what we’re taught.” He kicks his horse, Roach, up to trot alongside her at a steady 
pace. 


“Well, yer taught wrong. Imagine being able to handle birthin’ children and all the pain that 
comes with bein’ a woman, but not bein’ able to handle the process of becoming a Witcher. 
Ye simply never gave it the proper forethought.” She slides a firm hand along the neck of 
Rust, soothing her into a more gentle pace. “The fact remains that anyone can become a 
Witcher if ye take the time to formulate the mutagens properly. I’d go s’far as to say women 
are more adapted to the process than feeble men .” 


There is a long pause as the white-haired Witcher contemplates this. Finally, he clears his 
throat and speaks just as they near the outer gates of Pinehold. “So you’re from The Fox 
School?” 


She doesn’t look back at him, simply nods as the gate swings open to her and her new 
companion. 


“T thought it was a myth or at least something lost to the ages.” He eyes her long red curls 
from behind as they bounce. 


“Witcher’s get enough glares even as men. Now, being a Witcher with a cunt,” She pauses to 
look back and eye him carefully. “I don’t think I need explain further.” Her accent is all but 
gone, just the slightest taste of wildflowers as she speaks softly over her shoulder. He makes 
a small mental note that it seems to come out in anger, quelling when the anger fades. He 
buries the urge to enrage her just to hear it again. 


As they enter Pinehold, they are met with glares and side-eyes. Even the common folk that 
recognize Aoibhinn eye her and her white-haired companion with mistrust. The two swords 
strapped to his back betray what he is. They both catch whispers and murmurs about two 
Witchers and Witcher bitch and White Wolf as they trot along to the ealdorman’s home. 


“Don’t think yer getting a cut of this contract,” Aoibhinn says distinctly as they dismount and 
secure their horses to a post outside. 


“Wouldn’t dream of it,” There is a faint amusement in the male Witcher’s voice. He seems 
simply happy to tag along for the moment; not concerned in the slightest with coin. She nods 
as she swings open the large doors of the ealdorman’s house. 


“Witcher!” Garkum yells aloud, arm aloft, as they enter his abode. The male Witcher staggers 
a bit, wanting to react to the greeting but realizing it’s for the fire-haired woman and not him. 
“Did ye find any difficulty slaying the beast?” 


The decaying head she carries in her hand is tossed to the stone floor with a wet thud, rolling 
and coming to rest at the ealdorman’s feet. “Aye, the beast’s been slain.” She holds out her 


gloved hand, awaiting payment. 


Garkum drops a heavy pouch into her palm and glares at the decapitated head with disgust. 
“A bear?” He asks, almost in disbelief. ““T’ was a simple bear?” Though, the size of its head is 
not lost on him. 


“A primal bear,” she corrects simply, tying the pouch of coin to her hip. “A creature born of 
necessity.” She gives nothing more to him, waiting for him to ask. 


“Necessity of what?” He shoves a toe at the head, causing it to roll towards him as it’s jaw 
slacks open. He shrinks away from it, all his sense of authority evaporating. 


“ When nature needs to defend its land, the primal beasts are its champions, fighting 
restlessly with tooth, claws and talons.” She quotes some ancient text. 


“You're saying...” He looks at her then back down to the bear’s head. “That we made this 
creature?” 


Just then, the white-haired Witcher pipes up from the back of the hearth heated room. “You 
encroached on nature and nature encroached back.” He moves not an inch as he speaks, just 
staring intently at Garkum. 


Aoibhinn turns slowly, hand on the hilt of a small blade at her hip. “D’ye fooken mind?” One 
eye twitches in anger and the male Witcher wishes she would speak more. 


“T’m only speaking the truth.” He shrugs, thinking nothing of his intrusion. Just then, the hilt 
of a blade meets his temple; and for the second time this day, he watches his surroundings 
blur as he falls to the ground, darkness shrouding his vision. 


When he comes to once more, he is still in the ealdorman’s home. He has been dragged 
against a post and left to recover on his own, no red-haired Witcher in sight, nor Garkum. He 


grits his teeth and stands, rather ungracefully, and makes his way to the exterior door of 
Garkum’s home. When he pushes open to the outside, it’s dusk. At least an hour has passed. 


Aoibhinn stands at a stall, trading recently harvested ingredients with an herbalist. She knows 
he’s behind her before she sees him. “Did ye have a quaint nap?” There’s a smirk in her voice 
and it softens some of the male Witchers' anger. 


“The next time you pull some shit like that, it’Il be the last.” He does his best to speak with 
authority but it doesn’t quite reach her ears. 


“So yer saying I just have to hit you once more and you'll leave me be?” She turns and eyes 
him seriously. “Or are ye saying if I hit ye once more, you’I1 hit me back.” Her hand reaches 
back and rests on her much larger silver sword. “Cause I'll have ye know, Dog, they both 
seem like tempting offers.” 


The woman running the stall backs away casually, pushing a small child behind her for 
protection. The white haired Witcher once again puts his hands up in defence, but the female 
Witcher’s hand stays grasping the handle of her blade. She even dares to take a step to him. 
“I’m not looking for trouble.” He says as cooley as he can convey, brows still knit together. 


“Not looking fer trouble, but trouble ye found.” Her accent picks up slightly, eyes glowering 
in the twilight hour. She kicks out with her left foot, kicking at his right instep and causing 
him to shuffle backwards as to not be tripped up. “Ye interfered with my contract,” She 
strikes out with her free hand but he blocks it easily enough. “Ye attempt to steal my bounty,” 
The same hand strikes a quicker blow at his head, he blocks it just in time. 


At this point, a small crowd is starting to look on at the two. Quiet murmerings drift about the 
gathering, the Witchers able to hear every syllable. “Ye follow me home like a lost Dog,” At 
this point the sword comes unsheathed. He makes no move to unsheath his own, determined 
to rewind whatever has begun to unravel. 


“T didn’t mean any disrespect.” His hands raise once again in the same day, trying to convey 
peace, but she gives no motion of letting up. 


“ No disrespect?!” She scoffs and spits, muscles rippling as the sword makes a full rotation 
in her hands. “Ye’ve done nothin’ but disrespect me since the moment ye happened upon 
me!” With everything to prove, she brings the sword down in a full arch towards him yet he 
dodges it with ease, rolling out of the way. 


“Please,” His voice, ever steady. “I just wanted to ask a few questions.” He hesitates, trying 
to figure out how to squash the tension that seems to be becoming more volcanic by the 
second. He tries a slightly different approach. He immediately falls to his knees just as the 
silver claymore is about to meet his neck, eyes closed. 


Aoibhinn stops just shy, close enough to give him a shave. “What’re ye doin’?” She asks, not 
letting up on her grip of the blade just yet. 


“T am obviously an ignorant clod, please forgive me.” His eyes remain closed as he feels the 
edge of the blade at his throat. “Whatever judgment you choose to pass is fine with me.” 


The fight leaves her almost immediately. No glory gained by cutting down a hound on his 
knees, though the sight of him knelt down in the mud does send a small spark of joy through 
her. “Up, Dog!” She taps his jaw with the blade and he rises slowly. “Good boy,” she coos as 
he rights himself. 


“There's a decent tavern in town,” he speaks slowly, lowering his hands to his sides. “They 
have ale and meat. We could sit and speak if you’d be so kind as to indulge” She makes no 
motion to speak so he continues. “It’s called The Blackwood Tavern. I’d be happy to show 
you there.” 


“Good ale and meat? I'll be sure to have a plate and mug sent to my room there when I 
return.” She sheaths her claymore, turning to resume business with the stall owner but she’s 
retreated elsewhere. ‘ Dammit’ , she thinks to herself. She takes the sachet of herbs she had 
gathered so far and leaves a more than fair sum of coin on the table before marching off, the 
male Witcher hot on her haunches. 


“Heel, boy.” She says rather quietly as the man rolls his eyes and catches up to her, 
regardless. “I plan on sitting down once I reach the tavern, ordering a plate of food and 
exactly three cups of mead. You have until I finish my food and drink to ask yer questions.” 
She speaks without looking back, chest out and shoulders back. As she marches, he notices 


that she only actually stands a few inches shorter than him. Maybe, six foot high, give or take 
an inch. 


He doesn’t answer her, simply takes the time to look her over as they walk. Her voluminous 
hair hangs in tight coils, colored like that of wildfire. Her armor is functional but slightly 
decorative, green and red sleeves puff out of her delicately embellished leather bodice, high 
collar covering what he suspects is a graceful throat. A bulk of cloth lays pleated over her left 
hip and rises up her back to drape over her shoulder. It’s pattern is quite unlike anything he’s 
ever seen before. The muddied britches seem to once have been a matching green to her 
green and red blouse. But now they sit caked in grime, tucked into thigh-high leather boots 
that seem to let her move with ease despite their two inch heel and tight nature. He eye’s the 
large silver sword strapped to her back, much larger than anything he’s ever wielded. It’s 
handle, hilt, and sheath are adorned lavishly with the silhouette of a flower he’s never seen. 
He looks intently for her steel sword but only spots the smaller dagger at her hip. He feels 
questions bubbling to his lips but decides to save them for when they are seated and eating. 


They find the Blackwood Tavern easily enough, considering they’ ve both been acquainted 
with it. Aoibhinn walks on ahead and takes a seat at a booth, paying no mind to the male 
Witcher as he sits across from her. She leans her sword against the wall next to her and raises 
two fingers to the barmaid that begins to head towards them, sending her right back the way 
she came. 


The male Witcher has the decency to wait until their cups have been brought before he begins 
his questions. 


“May I ask your name?” She responds with her first name and then takes a long draw from 
her cup, a look of confusion on the male Witcher's face. “What kind of name is that?” 


“It means beautiful in my native tongue. Next question.” 


“Where are you from?” He pauses to let her answer but then chooses to expand on his 
inquiry. “I mean before you were made Witcher.” He then takes a long draw from his own 
cup. 


“The Isle of somewhere far off.” She keeps it vague. “I happened on this continent by chance 
as a babe. Mother died, bastard father absconded. You know how it goes.” her elbows meet 


the worn and wooden table in nonchalance. 


The white haired Witcher considers this and then moves along. “You haven’t asked my 
name.” 


“It’s not Dog?” A cheeky grin pulls at both corners of her lips, revealing a beautiful smile. 
Staring at her now, in the muted light of the tavern, he can agree whole-heartedly with her 
name. 


“T’m not a dog.” His tone is flat which causes Aoibhinn to grin wider, sharp white teeth 
framed perfectly by petal pink lips. The ‘Not Dog’ falters at her grin. “It’s Geralt.” 


“IT know who you are, Dog.” A plate of simple meats and cheeses arrives and Aoibhinn 
plucks a small bit of cheese from the platter and plops it into her mouth. “Do you want a 
treat, Boy?” She picks a piece of dried meat between her fingers and waves it before her. 


Geralt considers getting up and walking out then, maybe it wasn’t worth knowing her to just 
be degraded like this. But, before he decides to depart, he chooses to ask one more question. 
“Why don’t you carry a steel sword?” 


“What do ye mean?” She plops the meat into her mouth. 


“Any Witcher I’ve ever crossed paths with has always carried two swords; one steel and one 
silver.” He considers the platter between them and then takes a piece of meat, waiting for her 
to answer, but she simply looks at him in feigned confusion. He finishes his mouthful and 
elaborates. “You know how the song goes, steel for humans... silver for monsters...?” 


She chuckles softly, casting a casual glance around the tavern before responding. “Are ye 
tellin’ me that yer silver sword canno’ kill men?” 


The audacity of the question strikes him like a blow. He doesn't know how to answer and 
then she begins to laugh. A small chuckle at first; and the sound reminds him of a sip of 


mulled mead on a crisp autumn day. But then, the laugh grows, deafening him in the close 
proximity of the confined space. Like a wildfire, it burns through him and he swears he can 
almost taste the smoke of it. He chooses not to answer her, not wanting to interrupt the taste 
of her laughter. 


“Leave it to men to concoct some asinine reason to carry two swords everywhere they go. Ye 
could very well just carry a silver sword and do twice the work for half the blade.” Her fawn 

eyes dance to the twin blades leaned against the bench next to him. “Though I guess it’s quite 
impressive to every man, woman and half-wit that lay eyes upon ye.” 


“And you’re saying that beast is easier to lug around?” There’s an edge of anger to Geralt’s 
voice as he gestures to the massive claymore next to her, easily three times the size of his 
own silver blade. 


“You've seen me swing it, ye still think me too fair and dainty to wield it?” The accent is 
thicker again, reminding Geralt of wildflowers and thunderstorms. “‘Cause if that be the case, 
I'll invite ye to the clearing at the edge of town. Ye swap swords with me and we’ll see who 
can handle their blade.” She’s standing now, her hair like a storm of crimson and apricot, 
framing her freckled skin and wide eyes. 


He huffs, not really wanting to take her up on her challenge. But maybe... If he can unarm 
her with her own sword, she’ll be a bit more accommodating to his questions. “Fine.” He 
stands so that he can look down on her, if ever so slightly. He tosses another bit of meat into 
his mouth before reaching across the table and grabbing her sword. 


She follows him out the door gleefully, his two swords under her arm. 


Chapter End Notes 


If you like this little bit of the story so far, please let me know! I've never posted 
anything publicly like this before so any and all encouragement is welcomed and greatly 
appreciated. 


-Sam 


Twin Copper Tubs 


Chapter Summary 


Geralt and Aoibhinn fight, no one REALLY wins. They both retire to their separate 
rooms for SEPARATE baths. Kinda. 


Chapter Notes 


I am diligently working on chapter 4, but it might not come as quickly as these last three 
chapters. I have a 3mo baby and they are V FUSSY. So I basically have them in my 
arms all hours of the day, makes it hard to focus and write. BUT I APPRECIATE THE 
KUDOS AND COMMENT SO FAR <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Three 


The two march through town, earning a small following of children and gossiping wives. The 
sun has nearly finished setting, glints of its brilliance basking the rooftops in gold and pink. 
Geralt walks with purpose ahead of her, the silver claymore gripped tightly in his gloved 
hand. Aoibhinn skips behind gleefully, sending jovial smiles to all who look on. The 
ealdorman even joins the onlookers as he exits a building as they pass. 


“Ye sure ye wanna go through wit’this, Dog?” She teases as they come to the clearing finally. 
The grass reaches up to both of their knees as they take their respective sides of the grassy 
area, fondling their unfamiliar weapons as people gather. “As much as I revel at the idea of 
putting your face into the dirt, I dahn’t want ta embarrass ye in front of all these fine folks.” 
She catches the eye of a young woman with mousy brown hair, her washing still under her 
arm, and winks devilishly at her. 


Geralt smirks, swinging the claymore rather effortlessly. “Try to keep that confidence up 
through the whole fight, will you?” When he catches her eye finally, it’s as some of the last 
rays of the sun settle behind the distant trees, turning the fawn color of her iris a violent shade 
of amber. The effect is haunting but he stills his mind as he prepares for her to make the first 
move, knowing she will. 


She stretches, bouncing from side to side, the thigh-high leather boots groaning in protest. 
Geralt’s two blades sing with promise as she pulls both of them from their scabbards. “Try ta 
keep up.” It leaves her lips like a song as she saunters forward, boldly, her mark in her sight. 


Geralt doesn’t bother responding, taking a defensive stance as the woman waltzes forward, 
closing the gap between them. 


She kicks up into the air, twisting her body into a spin, slapping at him with both swords. 
Geralt blocks them gracefully with her large claymore and then steps to the side to counter- 
swing. The two blades in her hands come down at once before her, stopping the claymore 
before it lands. Geralt pushes through the swing to try to gain ground on her but she doesn't 
budge, holding her stance as she pushes back and knocks the claymore out of the way. She 
steps on the claymore with her boot to keep him from raising it again as she closes her fist 
around the handle of the sword in her right hand and bashes him in the eye. 


Geralt staggers back a step, wincing but not letting go of the claymore. Aoibhinn removes her 
boot from it and takes a large step forward, following Geralt in his backstepping, and lands 
an elbow on the side of his head. 


She moves past him, putting some distance, and rotates her wrists with swords in hand as she 
spins like a dancer to face him again. “Poor Pup. Are ye regretting this challenge?” 


“Puppy now, am I?” He rubs at the back of his head, still sore from earlier. He watches her 
take another step away, just out of reach of the claymore. As she turns, the last flicker of sun 
catches her rusted hair and flashes brilliantly. He has a moment to admire the way she looks 
at dusk, a gentle purple hue coloring her features. 


“Well, if ye were a dog, you'd bite back a little harder. But ye fight like a puppy.” He makes 
no move at her, and so she slams the twin swords into the earth, points sinking into the loose 
soil. She then pulls a leather tie from around her wrist, pulling her mass of curls up high and 
tight. The sight of her minute motion steals a small breath from Geralt and he makes no 
motion towards her as she pulls the knot tight and resumes her grip on the swords, yanking 
them from the earth. 


When she stands ready again, she lunges swiftly at Geralt, almost knocking him on his ass as 
he barely pulls the claymore up in time. Their faces are inches apart as she presses harder on 
him with his own swords. His lantern colored eyes dart around her face, taking in every 
freckle and crinkle lest he’s never able to get this close again. She grins devilishly, noting his 
slack-jawed face, and kisses him deeply. 


Nothing could have prepared Geralt for the soft warmth of her satin lips. There’s a sharp 
inhale from each of them, scenting one another. Geralt notes that she smells like juniper and 
freshly turned soil; it's such a change from the heavily perfumed brothels, from pungent 
flowery smells. It’s intoxicating. To Aoibhinn, Geralt smells like a rough ride through the 
country, with a hint of seaspray. The musky scent reminds her of home. The taste of potion 
ingredients is still heavy on each of their tongues as Aoibhinn’s tongue darts out to molest 
Geralt's stubbled mouth. 


The fight is gone for a second, Geralt relaxes his grip on the sword and Aoibhinn pushes him 
to the ground with a wicked laugh. His ass lands almost gently on a swath of tall grass, 
looking up at her as her head rocks back with her laughter. He takes the opportunity to sweep 
her legs from under her, bringing her down hard onto her side. 


They each drop from sight of the crowd into the tall grass, losing direct sight of one another 
even. “That was a dirty trick.” Geralt rolls to the left as he hears her lunge towards him to 
mount him. The image of a lioness hunting in the tall grass is not lost on him as he looks 
back to see her sneer at him through a bit of green blades. 


“Was only a trick because ye fell for it.” She lunges again, both swords held high as she tries 
to bring them both down into his chest at once. Luckily, Geralt rolls again. 


The claymore is too large to swing from his prone position, so he drops it and instead chooses 
to lunge for her, successfully pinning her on her stomach. She yells and bucks against him 
gently but his hips grind into hers, pinning her. “Now who’s the pup?” 


He’s too distracted by his perceived victory to notice Aoibhinn signing for Igni with her left 
hand. She twists her upper body, her back cracking audibly, slamming a flaming fist into the 
side of Geralt’s head. The white-haired Witcher goes flying off of her, rolling in the grass and 
grabbing the claymore before standing again. 


Aoibhinn rises slowly from the grass, both swords in hand, her grin like pure sin as she stalks 
towards him. The flurry of steel and silver as she launches an all out attack against him 
causes the onlookers to gasp. Geralt can barely keep up as he blocks blow after blow, 
searching for any opening to strike back. There is none. 


Her blows are hard and fast, an onslaught of rage. Each blow extracting a grunt from either of 
them as she pushes onward. It’s all Geralt can do to keep his own blades from cutting into his 
flesh. He spares a glance at Aoibhinn’s face but there’s not a spare second to admire the furry 
that lights her wheaten colored eyes, her advance merciless and murderous. He finally 
decides to just push forward and swing out, hoping against hope to land a blow somewhere 
and stop her advance. As the claymore swings out wide, she hinges backwards at the waist, 
barely escaping the attack. 


Geralt is out of patience as the claymore misses, he groans in frustration and follows through 
with the swing to bring it back around and try again. He can feel his muscles begin to ache in 
protest as she dances back and out of the way. “What’s wrong, Dog? Getting tired? When 
was the last time ye were in an actual fight?” His arms are beginning to fatigue as she comes 
at him again; every time the swords clash it makes his muscles tense like stone. 


“Just a fortnight ago, I killed a Great Cockatrice!” He grits out between clenched teeth, trying 
to find an opening in her fighting stance. 


She roars with laughter, slapping one of his half-hearted lunges out of the way. “Aye, did the 
big chicken give ye some trouble?!” She wipes a small tear that creeps out the corner of her 
eye. “Er was it that ‘e was a biggar cock’ ead than you?” 


Geralt’s last tenuous shred of patience snaps as he throws the claymore down and rushes 
Aoibhinn, spearing her in the chest with a shoulder and knocking the two swords out of her 
hands, tackling her to the ground. He brings a fist down at her head but she dodges it. He then 
brings both fists together and brings them down heavily on her chest, knocking the wind from 
her. She begins coughing, all while still laughing. She puts her hands up in surrender then 
grabs at where he struck her in the chest, coughing more. “Alright Dog, you win!” She grins 
up at him, her hands falling back next to her head, palms up and fingers relaxed. 


He stays on top of her. “Stop calling me Dog.” It shouldn’t bother him, but what little scrap 
of pride Geralt has stings when he hears it. 


“T’ll stop when ye stop liking it.” Her hands come to rest on the tops of his thighs. She slides 
them up slowly, stopping just shy of his hips. “Or when ye make me.” 


“T just beat you,” His brows knit together in confusion. “I beat you at your own game, what 
more do you want?” 


There’s a shimmer of something in her tawny eyes but it’s gone in a blink. “Nay, ye gave up 
with the sword and rushed me. Doesn’t count.” 


“T still won.” He leans down, placing both hands on either side of her head, caging her under 
him. “Admit it, I won.” 


“T surrendered so as not ta hurt ye.” She pushes her thumbs into the nooks of his groin, 
massaging gently. “I wanted to see what the great White Dog could do in a fight. Let’s say I 


was moved, but not impressed.” She slaps his thighs as a way of telling him to get off of her, 
but he doesn’t budge. 


“And what would it take to impress you? Do I have to...” He places a gentle hand around her 
throat, just below her jaw. “Hurt you?” The blush creeps from her temples to her cheeks, 
meeting over the bridge of her “wee cute button nose’. He leans in closer, as if to plant a kiss 
on her lips. Before he can though, her skull smacks him between the eyes with a loud 
*CRACK*. 


His string of curses can hardly be heard over her sinister laughter. He topples off of her and 
into the grass on his side as he holds his face, blood trickling down his lips from his nose. 
She rises to her feet, gathers her claymore, and tosses his own blades next to him. “See ye 
‘round, Dog.” She struts away towards the crowd who are looking intently for Geralt in the 
grass. 


He finally makes it to his feet, grabs his swords, and contemplates tackling her from behind. 
But, he doesn’t know if he can take any more blows to the head. 


As Aoibhinn makes it to the crowd, she’s swarmed by women and children, all eager to 
congratulate her. The women announce that they wish they could be fierce and tough like her, 
the little boys look on in awe as do the little girls. One small boy with dirty blonde hair holds 
out a flower for her and she takes it graciously and tucks it into her bouquet of curls that still 
sit in a mass on the top of her head. She muses his hair and then continues onto The 
Blackwood Tavern, the crowd breaking and going on about their evenings. The children rush 
home in groups and the women walk at a slower pace, talking in hushed whispers about the 
Witcher fight. 


Geralt stands alone in the field, looking up as the first stars become visible. He groans softly 
as he bends to retrieve the scabbards before re-fastening them to his back and walking back 
into town by himself. The taste of Aoibhin, still hot on his lips. 
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The bottom floor of the tavern is more lively than before, most of the townsfolk are done 
with their day jobs and eager for a drink. He can hear quiet musings about the fight he had 
with Aoibhinn, each speaking on the absurdity of a female Witcher. 


He hears a group of men talking over everyone around them - “Well she’s an attractive lass 
for sure, but she clearly needs a man to put her in her place!” The group of men laugh and 
agree, each taking turns eluding as to how they might break her and bed her. A hate soaked 
heat sparks at the base of his skull; partly due to the many head-blows he’s taken since sun 
up, but also due to the audacity of these grease covered slop-toughs thinking they could even 
get close enough to Aoibhinn to attempt anything. 


“You should have more respect for your betters.” Geralt bites out as he approaches the men. 


“Aye, ‘tis the Witcher! Maybe you lot aren’t as scary as you seem to be if you could get yer 
ass handed to you by a bitch!” They erupt into laughter as Geralt’s face settles into a scowl. 


Geralt puts his hand behind his back and smoothly signs Axii. He senses the magic take hold 
and then looks to the pig that spoke. “So, what is your greatest fear?” 


The man looks in a daze, swaying every so slightly. “That my wife will tell’er friends how 
small my cock is.” His small group of friends look at him in confusion for a moment before 
exploding into another fit of laughter. Geralt breaks the spell and walks away to the woman 
tending the bar. 


“Do you have any spare rooms?” The woman nods and tells him the price for a stay. He 
hands the pinch of coin to her and orders an ale, taking a seat at the end of the bar. 


“So yer the Witcher that Ms. Aoibhinn took a tumble with?” The barmaid brings him his ale. 
She’s a fair thing, her clothes much too large for her child-like frame. 


“That I am. Do you also have something to say about me getting my ass dragged through the 
mud?” She shakes her head, a small smile on her full lips. “Good then, now let me drink my 
ale in silence.” He dismisses her gently and chugs half of the ale in two deep gulps. 


She turns to head away but then pauses, turning back. “Is it true that Witcher’s can’t have 
babies?” He chokes on his ale a bit and looks at her, his face one of shock. He nods and she 


seems to consider it just for a second. “Shame. Ye’d have cute babies.” She doesn’t wait for a 
response as she turns once more and walks away with a bit of a bounce in her gait. 


Geralt cannot help the flood of imagery in his head, that of a swaddled baby with stark white 
curls and soft fawn colored eyes. He immediately shakes the image from his head and gulps 
down the rest of his ale before heading up to his room for the night. 


He finds the barmaid from earlier and expresses his need for a hot bath, flipping her a gold 
coin. “Aye,” she says. “Soon as I’m done with Ms. Aoibhinn’s bath.” She pockets the coin 
and carries the large pot to the room next to his own. 


He sits patiently waiting for his bath to be filled, refusing the temptation to use his Witcher 
senses to hear what’s going on in the next room. He takes the time to sharpen his two swords, 
buffing out the small knicks in the blades from the day's activities. When the barmaid finally 
returns, she’s giggling at a joke he clearly wasn’t privy to. He grunts softly and puts away his 
swords, watching and waiting for the woman to finish and leave. When she finally does, he 
strips down and gently lowers himself into the steaming tub, body screaming in protest. 


He loses track of how long he’s been in the water, fading in and out of consciousness. At one 
point he comes to - thinking he’s heard a gentle moan from somewhere. He closes his eyes 
again and begins to drift off when he hears it again. ‘What the fuck,’ he says to himself. He 
fights the urge to heighten his senses once again, not wanting to hear something he isn’t 
meant to hear. But finally, his curiosity gets the better of him. He closes his eyes and focuses 
all of his attention on Aoibhinn’s room, just next door. 


He hears the moaning more distinctly, and the sounds of water gently lapping at the sides of a 
copper tub that matches his own. He fights the urge to imagine her, and loses almost instantly. 
He can see her in his mind's eye, hair tied up in that mess of copper and flame. Her head 
rolled back, exposing her swan-like neck. Her eyes are closed, right hand resting on the edge 
of the tub, left hand submerged in the water and moving in slow, lazy circles. A small gasp 
falls from her gently parted lips, her chest rising quickly, sending ripples through the scalding 
water. Her breasts peek up from the soft purling waves of water, sinking back beneath just as 
quickly. He imagines her freckled chest, like a negative of the night sky; snow white skin 
plastered with a peppering of dark kisses. 


He hears a more intense moan reverberate through their shared wall and feels his own sex 
come to attention. Eyes still closed, he reaches below the water and takes a firm hold of 


himself, a relaxed moan escaping his own lips. He can hear Aoibhinn quicken her own pace, 
if ever so slightly, another moan floating to his ears that sounds more like a whine; needy and 
begging. His hand begins to move, stroking his length, small splashes as his hand reaches the 
top and goes back down, pace quickening by the second. 


“Good dog.” He hears as he moans once more, fist tightening around the head of his cock. 
The words still him completely, turning immediately into a lewd statue. Can she hear me? he 
thinks, not daring to move. He squeezes his eyes tightly in shame, of course she can hear 
me... especially if I can hear her. 


He releases himself and tries to push the thoughts and sounds of her out of his head. Shit... he 
thinks, ready to lift himself out of the tub and call it a night. Just as he’s about to do so, he 
hears another whimper. “Don’t stop.” She’s barely audible, a whisper barely rising over the 
din of the rabble downstairs. He freezes once more. /s she talking to me? To herself? He isn’t 
sure what to do so he does nothing. 


Her moans continue until he can’t take it anymore. “I’m not a dog,” he bites out, taking hold 
of his cock once again. Her light peals of laughter beat around his brain like a hundred 
butterflies. He can’t help the satisfied smirk that tugs at the corner of his mouth as he resumes 
his slow pace beneath the water. 


He doesn’t try to hide the sounds of his own pleasure, matching her every step. When she 
speeds up, so does he. When she whispers out a subtle command, he follows obediently. 
When he’s at the edge of his limits, she whispers “Don’t... Not yet.” He squeezes the head of 
his cock to halt his impending orgasm, a hiss stealing past his clenched teeth. He waits for her 
to say something else, not daring to move his hand. “Good boy.” Her soft giggle turns into a 
velvet sigh as she quickens her pace once again. “Come with me Puppy, I want to hear what 
you sound like when you come.” 


Ever obedient, he builds himself back up - hearing that she's close to her own release. He’s 
panting now, and she sighs in unison with him. “I’m close.” He says it half to himself, half to 
her. 


“Come now, come for me Geralt.” It’s the first time she’s said his name and the way it sounds 
rolling off of what he imagines to be a perfect tongue sends him over the edge. He tenses and 
grunts animalistically, keyed into the sounds of her tensing and releasing with a muffled yelp. 


“Good boy,” he hears once again as he sinks further into the water, waving the white strings 
of come away from him and mixing it into the water of his bath. 


“Can I see you?” He says softly at the wall as he comes down from his orgasm. He waits 
patiently but there is no response. Despite that, he smiles to himself as he finishes washing 
himself lazily. 
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Aoibhinn steps out of the tub, hearing his request and the hope in his voice. She cannot help 
but leave him stewing, quite literally, in his own juices. She smiles to herself and dries off 
with a thin cloth before crawling into her bed and passing out. 


Chapter End Notes 


I'm going to be completely honest. I don't really have an end goal in mind for this work 
of fiction... So I'm just seeing where the characters take me. If there is something you'd 
like to see, let me know and I'll do my very best to bring it to life in my own way. I do 
know I want to bring Yen in at some point but I think her and Aoibhinn would be 
friends. Yen and Aoibhinn both resonate as very secure with themselves and not very 
territorial in that way. 


I also want to say that I kind of imagine Ciri off doing her own adult thing, maybe she 
comes into play at some point and sees Aoibhinn as an Aunt figure? Cause what we are 
not doing is sexualizing Ciri and Geralt in this fic. 


Fox Hunt 


Chapter Summary 


Geralt rushes to find Aoibhinn. She graciously allows him to share the last available inn 
room with her. (Smut intensifies.) 


-- Just to clarify, I imagine the Fox School being slightly more ahead/advanced than the 
other ‘all male' schools. So they have more advanced spells and bombs.-- 


Chapter Notes 


Irish Gaelic Used In This Chapter: 
"Glac cludach!" - Take cover! 

"Ann, criochnaithe." - There, finished. 
“Na stad...” - Don't stop... 

“Le do thoil.” - Please. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Four 


Geralt wakes, assaulted by the sweltering rays beaming in through the dingy window. He 
groans before rolling over, a blanket yanking over his head. He sits like this for a few minutes 
before bolting up, throwing the bedding and a pillow from the bed. “Aoibhinn.” Her name 
slips from his tongue like a prayer... Or perhaps a curse. 


He dresses and rushes downstairs, not hearing anything coming from her room as he dresses. 
Trying his best to appear casual, he finds the barmaid from the night before. She seems dead 
on her feet, clearly running on little to no sleep. Despite her sluggishness, she turns on the 
Witcher with a smile. “Geralt!”” He doesn’t remember giving her his name. “Can I get you 
anything? I trust that you slept well.” 


“Ms. Aoibhinn,” He remembers how the barmaid addressed her the night before. “Is she still 
here?” 


“Nah, ‘fraid not.” There is a genuine look of displeasure on her face as she gathers a fistful of 
flaggons by their handles and heads towards the bar. “She left about two hours ago, just 
before the sun came up.” 


“Which way did she go?” Geralt can’t contain the sliver of eagerness in his tone. 


The barmaid winces almost in apology. “She asked me to not say.” 


“What’s your name.” It isn’t a question, but a command. 


She hesitates, clearly no one ever cared to ask. “Zarri, sir.” Her head dips in both greeting and 
apology. “I still can’t tell you where she’s gone.” 


“Please, Zarri. Just East or West, that’s all I need.” His voice is low and pleading, trying to 
reach something deep in the barmaid that might sympathize. 


She worries her lip for a bit and then nods out the door and looks to the east. Geralt needs 
nothing more than that; he’s out the door and headed towards the stables in a blink. Roach 
huffs at the approach and allows Geralt to saddle him up and set off. She had a two hour head 
start on him and he worries he might never catch up if she doesn’t desire to be found. As he 
pushes Roach to their limits, the night before cycles through his head again and again. The 
sounds of her sighs and moans echo through his head on repeat, the sounds of her pale body 
sloshing in the tub as she... He cuts his thoughts short, not wanting to ride Roach as his cock 
fights the seams of his pants. 


He’s riding Roach so unyieldingly that he almost misses the sounds of metal meeting 
carapace. Geralt unmounts Roach before he even comes to a trot, rushing towards the sound 
of determined grunts and boots stomping into the damp grass. /t has to be her, he thinks to 
himself as he dashes through the trees at an inhumane pace. When he comes to the top of a 
hill, a fat and bloated Kikimore Queen stands looming over Aoibhinn, poised to strike. The 
Kikimore Queen’s leg moves to pierce the red-haired Witcher through the chest; Geralt will 
never make it in time. He feels as if his heart is sweating as he rushes to her side, knowing he 
will never get there in time to save her. Just ten yards from her, Geralt feels his chest tighten, 
nearly there but miles away, unable to do a damned thing. 


Aoibhinn hops back and moves her silver claymore out in front of her in a figure-eight, 
lobbing off the front two legs of the Kikimore Queen in one swift motion. As Geralt gets 
closer, he can see a chilling smile on the face of Aoibhinn. Js she enjoying this? The thought 
brings him to a halt. He sits and watches for a few more moments as she dances in and out of 
range of the Queen, chopping and slashing away at her. After a minute or two, the Queen 
falls dead. 


Geralt looks around then, noting all of the bodies of Kikimore workers around him; each one 

chopped and hacked into little pieces. It is a scene of carnage. He looks at Aoibhinn then and 

she doesn’t seem to notice him, still a few yards away and upwind. She pulls an explosive off 
of her hip, lights it with her Igni sign, and tosses it into a mound at the top of the hill. 


“Glac cludach!” She yells to no one in particular as she ducks out of the way, hiding behind a 
tree. As she places her back against it, she meets Geralt's eyes and smiles brightly at him. The 
slap-happy grin on her face resonating with Geralt and he feels his own lips tug into a stupid 
grin. She plugs her fingers into her ears without further acknowledgment of him and dips 
down low. 


The concussive blast that meets Geralt's chest is one of considerable force. He feels himself 
stagger back, his head throbbing in a casual reminder of the blows it took the day before. His 
ears ring with the blast and for a moment, he sees stars. Aoibhinn's maniacal laughter chimes 
through the wooded area as the ringing subsides. 


“What in the fuck was that?!” He yells in her direction. He can’t even tell what type of bomb 
it is, so unlike anything he’s ever used. 


“The Nova Bomb?” She asks but it comes to him muffled, still dealing with the ringing from 
the explosion. “‘Ave ye never used a bomb to destroy a nest before?” She dusts herself of 
debris as she walks towards him, a profane smile still pulling her lips tight. 


“Nova Bomb?!” He’s genuinely asking, he can barely hear but he knows he doesn’t know 
what the fuck she’s talking about. “What the fuck is that?” He spits some dirt from between 
his lips and teeth that must have found its way during the blast. 


“Are ye legit asking for a recipe or...?” She pulls her knife off of her hip and marches up the 
hill to the Kikimore Queen, plunging it deep into the carapace of her corpse to harvest what 
she needs. 


“Why did you leave?” He follows her up the hill to watch her work. 


“Why would I stay?” She shoves some pieces of viscera into a bag and stands to look at him. 
“What do’ye want from me, Dog?” 


He honestly doesn’t know how to answer. What does he want from her? Obviously he is 
attracted, and he thinks she might be attracted to him too. Is that all this is for him? Pursuing 
what would just be a one night stand? 


“No,” he says out loud to himself. “I’ve never met a female Witcher before. I just want to get 
to know you. What kind of trials did you have to complete to become a witcher, what was 
your training and studies? How long have you been a witcher?” The questions come flooding 
out of him. He looks around for a moment, realizing they are still half a day's ride from the 
next town. “Where did you pick up a Kikemore contract?” 


“T dedn’t. Jus’ happened on the buggers.” 


“Why would you go out of your way to kill them without a contract?” There are at least 
eighteen corpses around them. 


“T heard ‘em in the woods as I was passin’ by. Decided to investigate and saw they’d recently 
started expanding their nest towards the road. Better now before anyone gets hurt rather than 
later. Anyways, the queen looks like she’s got another brood in’er. I’m sure that was the 
reason they were building out.” She opens the gutted queen again and roots around for a 
moment, finally producing an egg sack from it’s abdomen. Sure enough, it’s filled with eggs. 
A good twenty of them or so. She cuts open the egg sack and plucks a few of them like 
grapes from a bunch, putting them in the same bag as before. She carries the remainder to the 
still-burning nest and tosses them in. The fire roars to life for a moment before settling down 
once again. 


As Aoibhinn starts towards her horse, Geralt makes a confused sound and so she stops and 
turns to him, a look of patience painted on. “What is it, Dahg?” Her accent slips into place on 
the last word, her mask faltering just a bit. What is he expecting from her, why won’t he just 
leave her alone? 


“Uhm..” He hesitates, unsure about a lot - but positive he’s overstayed his welcome with her. 
“Nevermind, I’m sorry for bothering you. I’Il uhh,” He smoothes a rough hand over his beard 
that’s about a week old now. “I'll let you be.” He walks away, wishing he could think of 
something to say to make this better. Nothing comes to mind as he reaches the road, crosses 
it, and wanders off into the field nearby. 


Aoibhinn absconds to the next town as quickly as she can, not wanting to encounter Geralt 
again. By the time the sun is setting behind the distant treeline, she’s pushing her way into the 
tavern. It’s a much quainter place than the tavern before, and in a much smaller town. 
Aoibhinn requests a room and decides to retire and begin mixing more Witcher potions to 
refill what has been used in recent weeks. 


There are three rooms towards the back of the nameless tavern, and the other two seem to be 
occupied by men and their companions. Well, at least she won’t be waking anyone with her 
mixing of concoctions. 


She pulls out all of her supplies from her various bags and sets to work. She brews two 
Philters of the Sun, a Flask of Blank Minds, one Elixir of the Titans. She then sets about 
replacing the Nova Bomb she used before and also makes an extra Stormbringer Bomb. 
“Ann, criochnaithe.” She rises then from her seated position on the grimy wooden floor and 
begins packing away her things. She stretches and stops when she hears a familiar voice, it’s 
Geralt. She hears him asking the tavern owner for a room and being told there are none left. 
She keys up her Witcher senses and eavesdrops through the door. 


“Ts there another tavern in town?” 


““Fraid not, Witcher. You’ll be having to find a nice spot on the ground I s’pose.” There’s a 
cruel edge to the man’s voice. Aoibhinn is grateful that she passed for human in lowlight, 
despite her stature. 


“Thanks.” Geralt says without any meaning behind the word. His leather boot kicks the 
flimsy door to the tavern open as he leaves in a rush. 


Aoibhinn giggles to herself a bit but then feels a tinge of guilt. She only needed the room to 
mix her potions and bombs, other than that, she actually prefers to sleep outside on nights 
like this. She leaves her room, noticing the late hour when she pushes open the exterior door. 
It had to be the middle of the night, maybe later. She goes to the edge of town where she 
knows there are decent sized trees for sleeping. 


She finds Geralt easily enough with her witcher senses. He is lying on a branch about twenty 
feet up, with Roach hitched to a smaller tree nearby. The dark horse gives a slight huff as she 
approaches, causing Geralt to look about. “Who’s there?” She ducks behind a tree. Geralt 
sniffs the cool passing breeze. Juniper , he sighs and inhales again. The smell of brewed 
potions? But none like he has ever made or encountered. “Aoibhinn?” He waits for an answer 
but none come. “I know it’s you, Little Fox.” 


She steps out from her hiding spot, “Lettle Fahx?” she says in outrage. “I’m damn near as 
beg as you!” 


Geralt grins as the accent builds with her rage. Worth every punch he might have to take for it 
later. “Just a wee lettle fahx.” He says, clearly mocking her. “You can come do something 
about it if you’d like.” His grin widens as he looks down at her, catching the reflection of her 
eyes as she glares up. “If you can.” 


She contemplates for a moment how bad she wants to actually hurt him while fondling the 
Stormbringer Bomb on her hip. How much attention she might get from town if she just 
casually chucks it up at him. Is it worth it? 


She leaves it on her hip for later. “Joehst know, you'll pay fahr dat, Dahg.” 


“Oh, I’m quaking in my tree.” He says as he returns to his sleeping position and closes his 
eyes. 


She takes a moment to breathe, not wanting to cause a scene or downright kill him. “Look, I 
came te offer you my room at the tavern. I just needed it to restock my potions but I'd 
actually prefer te sleep outside. But if you're goin’ to be a deck abooeht it, den nevermend.” 
The accent slips back into place towards the end as she fights her anger and loses a bit. 


The smallest twinge of guilt flitters through him. “I can’t take your room, but...” He knows 
this might not go well but he decides to shoot for it anyway. “But, I can share it with you... 
You’ve already paid for it, I’d feel wrong taking it from you.” He peeks down at her, awaiting 
a response. Her fawn eyes glint reflectively again in the moonlight as a look of careful 
consideration takes over her features. 


“Aye, that’s fair.” She begins walking back towards town at a relaxed pace, allowing Geralt to 
catch up with her. 


Geralt appears beside her, roach’s lead in hand. “Why do I feel like that was too easy?” He 
looks pensively at her, only to find a pleasant smirk tugging at her petal pink lips. 


“It was a reasonable request, Dog. Why wouldn’t I abide? Ye want to share a room wit’ me 
and I see no reason to decline.” She shrugs and continues at a slightly quicker pace towards 
the tavern. 


They make it to the tavern in moments, Geralt pays the stables to take Roach and stalls him 
next to Rust for the night. When the two of them enter the tavern, it’s only the owner and two 
sloshed patrons in the common area to greet them. They all give Aoibhinn a look of disgust 
when they spot Geralt walking in behind her and following her to her room. As the door to 
her room clicks shut, she turns the lock and turns to face Geralt. 


“Sorry, there’s no baths here.” She gives almost a bashful look as she begins to remove her 
leather breastplate from her torso. “I’m sure I can send for a bucket of water though if ye 
have need of it.” She undoes the buckles on her pauldrons and unfastens the laces of her 
vambraces. “Or if you’re truly desperate, I have a tincture I cooked up. It cleans well, but it 
does sting.” She sits on the bed and begins to remove her greaves and other bits of armor, 
stacking it all nice and neatly on the table at one end of the room. 


Geralt just stands and watches, not knowing exactly what to do. Finally though, once she 
removes the last vestiges of leather and stands in a simple shirt and trousers, he begins to 
remove his own armor. She watches with a glint of admiration in her eyes as each piece falls 
away. Creating a small, messy pile of leather and metal on the floor to his right. He heaves a 
deep breath and pulls his shirt over his head, casting it away. 


Her eyes dart over his chest and the rest of his torso, taking in each scar and disfigurement. 
Despite how aged he looks with his white hair and grumpy demeanor, he looks even older 
now as she commits each pockmark to memory. The dark silver hair covering his chest and 
stomach isn’t enough to hide his scars from her. Without much thought, she too removes her 
shirt and casts it aside. Her own torso, marred with cuts and wounds. Despite that though, 
Geralt sighs, the vision of her freckled skin much lovelier than he could have ever imagined. 


He takes a few steps towards her, where she sits on the bed, all of her weight on her hands 
behind her as she leans back. He takes a gentle hold of the hem of her pants and tugs them 
off; the last remnants of her clothing gone. His calloused hand reaches out and traces the soft 
outline of her ribcage, down to her hips. Her chest is larger than he imagined, despite the 
peek he got of it at the creek. Her waist is narrow, no doubt due to her long years of tightly 
binding it with her leather armor. Her hips are wide-set and her thighs are thicker than he 
could have guessed just by seeing her in her loose trousers. 


Aoibhinn pushes him away slightly with her foot on his well muscled chest. She looks him 
up and down before using her toes to skillfully grab his own trousers and tug them down off 
of his hips. She takes as long as she needs to admire him, Geralt not making a move to stop 


her. His shoulders are broad, bulky. His arms look like they could lift an ox-cart. His torso 
and hips aren’t nearly as narrow as they appeared in his armor. She takes a moment to soak 
that image in before toeing at him with her right foot, beckoning him to turn. 


He does so, slowly, allowing her to see as much as she desires. His back is well muscled, 
though just as mutilated as his front with scars and gashes. She can see where a few ribs had 
never properly healed, where his shoulder on the right sits awkwardly in it’s socket. Her eyes 
flutter down to his ass, a few small scars here and there, but otherwise unmarked. It’s round 
but she can tell as she pokes at it with her toe and he reacts, it’s all muscle. His thighs are 
thick; like a workhorse or an ox. Overall she can find nothing she doesn’t care to look at a 
second or third time. His overall appearance is rather intoxicating. 


“Good Dog.” She purrs as she spins him back around with her foot to face her. 


When he turns to face her once more, her legs sit slightly parted. She’s leaning back on her 
elbows and looking him up and down with lust in her eyes. He tells himself that this isn’t 
what he wanted, this isn’t what he had intended. He wanted to get to know her, learn about 
her. All of this goes through his head as he slowly sinks to his knees before her. 


She gently wraps one thigh over his shoulder and around his neck, pulling him ever closer 
with her muscled calf. Her warm hand reaches out to caress his bearded jaw, the tips of her 
fingers tickling his throat and coaxing him even closer. The same hand muses through his 
white hair, nails scraping his scalp roughly before entangling itself in his hair and grabbing a 
fistful. He needs no further instruction, no further commands. 


His lips meet her mid-thigh. The scent of juniper and arousal heavy in his nose. He kisses up 
her thigh gently at first, stopping nearly an inch before her sex. He then switches to the other 
thigh and plants a firm bite, forcing her back to arch and a gasp to hiss past her teeth. He 
enjoys the reaction so much, he does it again, but harder. This earns a hard tug of his hair, but 
he refuses to let her pull his face away, instead planting his teeth and tongue firmly against 
the skin of her uppermost inner thigh and sucking - hard. After a few moments of sucking, he 
finally releases to see a bright purple mark next to her opening. 


He can see that she’s dripping now, the smell intoxicating. His tongue flicks out from 
between his lips, stealing a drip for his tongue to savor. The slight touch sends a jolt through 
Aoibhinn, like a small electric shock. 


“Mmmmm,” he muses to himself. “You taste so good, Little Fox.” 


“Call me that again and you can sleep outside.” Her tone is flat and her fist is firm in his hair, 
nearly pulling some of it out by the root. 


“Apologies, Mistress.” Her fist relaxes but only a smidge as she moans in response. He grins 
as his tongue darts out again, savoring another taste of her. She arches her back and pulls him 
just a bit closer, feeling his warm breath on her. 


“That’s more like it, Dog.” He can’t help the growl in response, the vibrations reaching the 
sensitive knot just above her slick folds. 


“T’m only going to let you get away with that for so long.” And before she can respond, he 
flattens his tongue and licks up the entire length of her cunt, making her gasp and tense. He 
stops at the top, sucking at the tight little bundle of nerves and making her writhe in front of 
him. 


“Na stad...” He can’t understand what she’s saying, but he can hear the begging in her tone. 
“Le do thoil.” 


He continues to suck and lick at her, bringing her ever higher as he does. Just as he feels she’s 
about to climax, he pulls away and stands, looming over her. He places himself between her 
thighs, his fingers dancing tenderly down her inner thigh. “I want to watch you come.” Her 
face is scarlett red, her freckles almost lost in the flush. She places a hand on each of his 
shoulders as his fingers slip inside of her. Her hips buck towards him and her eyes roll back 
in her head. She had been expecting one finger, gently. But Geralt had, rather roughly, forced 
his middle and ring finger inside of her. He feels her cunt tighten at the forceful entrance, her 
back arching and her nails digging into him. The arousal dripping from her though makes it 
an easy enough task to begin pushing them deeper and deeper, curling them in a ‘come 
hither’ motion to find the spot that would make her unravel. 


His free hand snakes up her chest, between her breasts, and finds its home around her throat. 
He doesn’t squeeze, just resting it there gently as he finger fucks her. She arrives near her 
climax sooner than before and when she is just seconds away, he clamps down on her throat 


with a strength that he knows only another Witcher can take. Both of her hands grab his wrist 
and he prepares to loosen his grip, but he feels her pulling his arm to her. He grips even 
harder and watches the scarlett of her face turn slightly purple as her eyes roll back into her 
head once more. There is a slight tremor as she comes, tightening around his fingers and 
digging her nails into the flesh of his forearms. She tries to make some curse with her lips but 
the vice around her throat doesn’t allow sound to escape. 


Geralt releases her throat, noting the soft bruise already forming on the delicate pale skin. He 
almost finds himself wanting to apologize, in case he was too rough. But the look on her face 
tells him that’s unnecessary. Normally, with human women, he could easily take things too 
far and find himself having to apologize for this and that. But Aoibhinn seems to still be 
riding some sort of high. 


As her breath settles, he drops back down to his knees between her thighs, wanting to taste 
what he has done to her. When his tongue meets her opening she moans again, but it’s more 
strained. Almost as if it’s too much. He continues regardless of her sounds. Her strained 
moans quickly shift again to ones of pleasure as he licks up the mess he made of her. Geralt 
has every intention of making her come again, and once that becomes clear to Aoibhinn, he 
feels her try to pull free from his grasp. He locks his arms around the tops of her thighs and 
holds on like he’s trying to break a wild animal. She bucks against him, but the more she 
fights, the harder he locks her down. It isn’t long before she climaxes again, this time with 
Geralt’s tongue pressed to her core. As she comes, he grips her even harder, holding her in 
place against his lips and tongue and teeth. She all but swings at the top of his head for him to 
release her, but instead, she grips the shabby bedspread and rides out her climax against his 
face. 


Geralt gives her a few moments to collect herself and then stands. Despite his cock standing 
stiff, he makes no move to mount her. Aoibhinn props herself on her elbows to look at him, 
eyes lingering on the swollen member between his legs. It’s too large for his body, impossibly 
hard but still drooping low due to the weight of it. She thinks about it for a moment, tasting 
how delicious it would feel inside her on her tongue. Despite her two orgasms and satisfied 
feelings, she knows she wants him. But... she cannot help but toy with him. 


“And what do ye plan on doing with that?” The flirtatious nature of her tone has faded, 
leaving him only confused. 


He takes a subtle step back. “Nothing you don’t want.” He feels almost ashamed now; not for 
what he did but for how he stands now. 


“Ye can sleep in the bed, but I don’t do cuddling.” She fixes him with a hard stare. 


“T guess that’s fair.”” He wipes a thumb across his lower lip and sucks the remainder of her off 
of it. “But that means no trying to molest me in the night.” He closes the gap between them, 
grabbing her by the hips and gently shifting her to the far side of the bed. 


“Wouldn’t dream of it, Dog. But watch your tone. I’d hate to make you sleep at the foot of 
the bed like a propper pup.” She glares at him, begging him to test her for even a second. 


He doesn’t though; instead crawling into the bed next to her. He flicks the thin blanket over 
his right leg and rests his arm behind his head, closing his eyes for sleep. His cock still stands 
at attention, but he feigns sleep, knowing full well she’s looking him up and down. And, if it 
wasn’t for his Witcher senses, he might have missed the sigh she huffs as she rolls over and 
faces her back to him. “Enjoy the taste of my come on your tongue, Dog.” 


Geralt does his best not to snarl as he fidgets to get more comfortable, forcing himself to 
sleep next to this red-haired siren. But, he does find some solace knowing she won't be able 
to sneak off in the morning without him hearing, like before. “Goodnight, Little Fox.” 
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Mirror, Mirror 


Chapter Summary 


Geralt wakes up alone, tied to the bed. He tries to follow Aoibhinn's trail of clues. 
Aoibhinn takes a job hunting a type of Wraith she's never encountered before. 


Chapter Notes 


Irish used in this chapter: 

- "Nior bhuail mé riamh le créatur chomh lag sin.": I have never met such a weak 
creature. 

- "Go ndéanfaidh an diabhal cipin dod’ dha chois!": May the Devil make splinters of 
your legs! 


Fachtna is pronounced: Fah-KNaa and Aobhnait is pronounced: Ay-nehT 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Five 


Once again, Geralt wakes to the burning rays of the sun accosting him through the clouded 
window pane. His thighs and back ache as he tries to shift atop the rough hay stuffed mound 
that constitutes as a mattress in this shabby tavern. As he tries to reach a hand down to his hip 
to massage the ache away, he’s met with resistance. He jerks his hand more forcefully; 
nothing. 


“Aoibhinn...” He looks to his right and the bed sits empty of her presence. He looks around 
the room frantically but sees nothing. Even her armor that had been placed in the corner so 
nice and neat is gone. “God dammit,” he says as he looks up and sees the leather ties holding 
him to the headboard. 


He hadn’t heard her leave, didn’t even feel a shift as she left the bed. He lays there for a 
moment, cursing himself and Aoibhinn in the same breath. How could he be so impossibly 
dense as to not see this coming. As he tests the leather straps again, he sighs; this is 
absolutely something she would pull from what he knew of the fireball of a woman. 


He tries to pull his knees to himself and meets the same resistance. This is about as true-to- 
character as she could get. 


Geralt sits in the situation for a bit; both appreciating and regretting it. His legs are bound to 
the footboard of the bed and his hands are bound to the headboard. In one frantic motion he 
attempts to gnaw at the bindings of his wrists and is just out of reach of them. “FUCK!” he 
yells a bit too loudly. 


He huffs in and out for a few moments, trying to get a game plan together. But before he gets 
anywhere, a middle-aged woman enters the room. Her eyes lock on immediately to his 
privates, a look of shock and horror plastered onto her face. “Oh my...” she says under her 
breath. “That woman said you might need some help.” 


“Yes, if you would be so kind,” He strains against the leather straps for emphasis. 


“She said not to help you; gave me a decent bit of coin to just leave you at it.” Her eyes still 
don’t leave his cock. “But I might be persuaded...” 


“Yes, there's a pouch of coin over there,” he nods to his pile of clothing and armor that he had 
dashed off in such a hurry the night before. 


She looks slightly disappointed for a moment, her eyes finally meeting his own. “Oh...” she 
pulls in a deep sigh, grounding herself to reality. “Yes, I s’pose coin would also work.” She 
shuffles to his belongings and plucks the coin pouch from a belt and tosses it a few times in 
her palm. “This isn’t as much as she gave... But, I s’pose it’Il do.” She slips the entire pouch 
of coin into the folds of her skirt and moves towards the bed. 


Geralt knows there was about fifty gold pieces in that pouch. How much did Aoibhinn pay 
this woman to leave him trussed up like freshly caught game? He tries not to lash out at the 
woman, she isn’t the one who did this to him. She gently begins to untie him from his leather 
bonds, all the while stealing obvious glances at his exposed self. 


Once he is free, he shoots up, nearly shoving the woman to the floor, and dresses himself as 
quickly as possible. At least she left my clothes. He thinks to himself as he tightens the straps 
of his armor. The woman stands in the doorway, watching him dress and prepare to depart. 
“Ts there something else you need?” Geralt tries not to let the edge of anger seep into his tone 
but it does. 


“The miss asked me to give you this...” She pulls a dingy piece of paper from the folds of 
her skirts and hands it to Geralt. 


He unfolds it and reads it quickly, hands shaking ever so slightly with rage. 


Dear Dog, 


I’m sorry for tying you up, but I needed to make sure you stay put for a bit. I have some 
business to see to, and didn t want you following me. When you find yourself freed, feel free 
to meet me in Kaedwen if you wish. 


Sorry and Thanks 


Aoibhinn 


Something eats away at Geralt as he reads the note. “What is the day?” He looks at the 
woman who untied him. 


“The last day of Imbolc.” He can read the apology on her face. 


His stomach growls with such severe intensity. “I’ve been here for three days?!” He crumples 
the note and throws it at the woman’s feet. “What the fuck happened?!” 


The woman sits tight lipped, either not knowing anything significant or refusing to share. He 
doesn’t care. He marches out of the room to find Roach. Yet, as he leaves the tavern and finds 
himself on the less-used path to the stables, he spots the unmistakable tracks of Aoibhinn’s 
heeled boots in the mud, two days old at least. He tracks them to the stables and then sees 
them leave the stable alongside the tracks of horses hooves leading to the south. 


This isn t the way to Kaedwen . He puzzles it for a moment as he leads Roach on the path. As 
the tracks lead further to the edge of town, the impressions of her boots vanish and only the 
horse tracks remain. She 5 clearly heading South... Towards... Brugge. Or, Sodden? 


He stops by a small stall on his way South, out of town, and tries to buy some food before 
remembering he gave every piece of gold he had to that insufferable tavern woman. He tries 
to push all of his murderous rage down into the pit of his empty stomach and hops onto 
Roach and leaves town, hoping the measly place burns. 


He’s able to follow Aoibhinn’s tracks well enough, she doesn’t seem to leave the road but he 
knows there’s a fork-in-the-road up ahead and her tracks are getting harder to tell from all of 
the others. Once he reaches it though, he spots a green ribbon in the grass along the path to 
the left. The path towards Sodden. “She wouldn’t be so careless, or obvious.” Roach 
whinnies as Geralt dismounts him and investigates. The ribbon smells of Juniper and fresh 
rain. 


He tries to look around for anything else, but the tracks disappeared about four miles back 
and the ribbon is the only thing out of the norm that he can see. “Fuck.” Roach stomps his 
hoof and backs away a few steps, signaling some sort of danger. Geralt draws his steel sword 
and glances around but sees nothing. He uses his witcher senses and can hear growling about 
a mile and a half off, in the fields to the right. “Sodden it is then.” He pushes his sword back 
into its sheath and mounts Roach, leading him down the left path. He smells the ribbon once 
more before tucking it into his collar. 


Geralt knows there won’t be a town until well into Sodden, no where to stop for food or sleep 
- not that he could pay for either even if there was a town sooner. He is gonna have to hunt 
something if he wants to eat tonight. “Should have gone after the wolves.” He pats Roach’s 
neck, who huffs in response. They ride until it’s nearly sundown, not wanting to lose any 
daylight. Hunting is always easier at night anyway. Geralt finds a nice spot to make a camp 
for the night and hitches his beloved steed to a tree before grabbing a few bolts from his 
supplies, along with his crossbow. He knows there will be a few nesting birds around, sitting 
on eggs they hoped to hatch soon. Dinner and breakfast , he thinks grimly. 


He returns to his makeshift camp with three fat birds in hand and half a dozen eggs safely in 
a bag on his hip. He builds a small fire, tending it carefully as he plucks and prepares the 
birds. Once he’s finished with dinner, he lays out a rough blanket and tries to sleep, rather 
unsuccessfully. After sleeping for what feels like a week, he can’t bring himself to close his 
eyes. He takes the ribbon out from his shirt collar and presses it to his lips, inhaling deeply. 
Why is she driving him so insane? Why can he not just let her go? Geralt’s no stranger to 
rejection, and it’s not like Yen didn’t make him work for her affection. Sure he enjoyed the 
chase but after a woman he just met? Was it simply the novelty of a female Witcher? “That 
has to be it.” He says as he looks over to his horse, nibbling quietly at a bit of tall grass. “I 
just want to know about The Fox School - I thought they were a thing of myth and legend. 
Yet there she was, bashing me in the head every step of the way. Even her potions and bombs 
aren’t like anything I’ve ever seen.” Roach looks up at him from eating and Geralt ignores 
what he swears is an eye roll. “Sure, she’s assertive and... almost mean. She hits like a 
fucking thunderbolt and talks like a Skellige Islander.” He twirls the ribbon around his 
fingers mindlessly. “And SURE, she’s pretty. Her red hair, the way she commands respect. 
Her eyes, like wheat when the sun bleeds through the field. The way the freckles on her nose 
almost vanish when she blushes... The way she calls me Dog, but... it doesn’t always sound 
like an insult.” He feels heat creep up his neck and make his jaw itchy. Geralt looks over to 
Roach who’s gone quiet; Roach just stares at him blankly, chewing on the same mouthful he 
has been working on for the past few minutes. “That’s enough.” He glares back at Roach 
before rolling over and trying to get comfortable once again. 


388 2K 2 is 


Once the sun rises, Geralt rises with it. He manages to get at least an hour of shut-eye, though 
not all in one go. His back aches as he stands - sleeping on tree roots was never ideal. He 
gently wakes the sleeping horse and gives him a bit of water before making breakfast for 
himself and packing up to set out once more. 


At a quicker pace, he figures he might make it to Razwan Fort a few hours before sundown. 
He might be able to make it to Sodden by tomorrow evening if he rides Roach a bit harder 
than usual. After about four hours, he takes a break - giving water to Roach and letting him 
graze a bit. He finds a small creek nearby and washes his face, refills his water, and sits for a 
moment. Without much thought, he pulls the ribbon once more from his collar and presses it 
once more to his lips. The scent of her is faint, but Geralt can still smell juniper. A small 
vision of her flashes before him; her lunging at him through the tall grass, her dancing in and 
out of reach of the kikimore with her curls bouncing like flames ripping through a forest, her 
poised on her back before him and beckoning him closer. They are gone in an instant but the 
feeling of them remains. He pulls his silver sword from its sheath and ties the ribbon to the 
handle tightly before he stands and returns to Roach. 


“You ready, boy?” Roach answers with a flick of his tail as Geralt climbs atop and sets off 
once more. He breaks roughly every three to four hours, watering Roach and hunting for 
lunch. The road he’s on is an uneventful one, though the Mahakam Mountains look lovely in 
the distance. He drifts in and out of focus as he rides, thinking about everything and nothing, 
but namely Aoibhinn. He wonders what she’s doing, where she’s at, and why she left. He 
wonders why he feels this need to keep going after her, what about her pulls him. 
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Aoibhinn reaches Cintra much sooner than she had planned. She knows it’s going to be over 
a week before she makes it to the coast, but she feels confident that she’s put enough distance 
between her and Geralt that she can finally rest. She’s been riding night and day and her and 
Rust are both exhausted. Her ass feels almost numb and she feels bad for not giving Rust the 
proper time to recover. 


She had never used the Potion of Paralyzed Minds on another Witcher before. When she’s 
used it on humans in the past, it puts them out for at least two weeks, so she hoped Geralt 
would be immobile for at least half of that. On top of that, her misdirection in the note, 
hopefully sending him North before he wises up. But, she smiles to herself. She couldn’t help 
leaving little hints of where she was as she rode. If he really wanted to find her, he would, but 


not before she finished what she came to this continent for. She had to get to Fachtna and 
Aobhnait before they left from the harbor. If they got aboard a ship, she might never find 
them in time. 


She finds a tavern called The Greasy Oak and makes her way in after putting Rust in a stable 
to get some much deserved rest and food. When she enters, all eyes meet her with curiosity. 
It’s not often a woman of her proportions is seen, with a massive sword strapped to her back 
at that. There are seven people drinking the afternoon away when she enters, and soon, they 
all return to their drinks. The barkeep seems to be keeping an eye on her as she approaches, 
looking her up and down carefully. 


“Aye, what can I get for you?” The woman pulls a mug from under the bar and awaits 
Aoibhinn’s order. 


“Just, ah, some mead please. If ye have it.” She puts a few coins on the counter and the 
barkeep scoops them into her apron. “I’d also like ta pay ye for some information.” 


She puts the full mug of mead on the counter and gives Aoibhinn a skeptical glare. “Can’t 
promise II] have any answers.” 


“Have ye seen a male Wetcher pass through 'ere wit a young woman, 'air like mine?” She 
tries to keep her tone relaxed but she can’t help feeling anxious. 


The barkeep says nothing, simply takes a more careful look at Aoibhinn. She rolls her eyes a 
bit before pulling out a few pieces of gold and placing them gently on the counter, the 
barkeep scooping them into her apron like before. “I seen no girl with hair like yours, but a 
Witcher did come through here about two days ago. He tried hiding under his hood but 
there’s no hiding those swords. Figured he came looking for work but he asked where an Inn 
might be that’d have a room with two beds. We don’t have anything like that here, of course, 
it’s a small town. Mostly farming here and a few goat herders. I asked him if he was looking 
for work but he just walked out without saying anything more.” 


“And nothing of the lass? Did ‘e maybe leave her waiting outside?” The barkeep again sits 
quietly, glancing around the room with growing unease. “Ye said you asked him if he was 
looking for work, that means you’ve need of a Wetcher then?” 


“Aye, we do.” The barkeep squints at her, making eye contact for the first time. “Didn’t know 
Witchers took women, but I can see it in your eyes, you are one.” 


“If I take yer contract, will ye tell me more?” 


“Aye, I might be able to do that. If you want to take the job, go speak to Linant over there. 
He’s the one with the yellow hair and terrified expression.” She nods to a corner of the bar 
where a yellow-haired man sits alone. 


Aoibhinn simply nods and takes her leave of the woman, bringing her mead with her to 
Linant and sitting across from him. “I hear ye need a Witcher?” 


“You’re no Witcher.” The man says after a cursory glance. 


Aoibhinn has gone through this a hundred times since she arrived on the continent. “Indeed I 
am.” She makes a small motion with her hand, elbow on the table, and the single candle on 
the table flickers out. “Now if ye have need of me, I’Il help.” 


The man, clearly a bit into his cups, stiffens a bit to look Aoibhinn head on. She’s prepared 
for the same questions she usually gets, but Linant gets straight to the point. “Have you ever 
heard of... Dark Mirror Women?” 


“Would ye care to give me a bit more than that? Tell me exactly what it is that’s happening.” 


He takes a shuddering breath, wipes a tear from the corner of his eye. “It’s my wife, at least I 
think. She passed away a few weeks ago, found her in the bedroom, eyes missing and sockets 
bloody.” He slurs a bit and takes another long draw from his cup. Aoibhinn sits quietly, 
letting him collect himself before he continues. “Well, we could never figure out what’d 
happened. But, we buried her near her Ma, like she wanted. Everything went back to normal 
pretty soon, er, well, as normal as things could be I s’pose. Anyway, two nights ago, I was 
sitting at her little bench where she brushed her hair in the evenings. My Ciffa always 
brushed out her hair at night.” He pauses again, finishing his cup of ale in two big gulps. “I 


was sitting there, touching her things, just missing her, you know? And well, I opened one of 
the drawers that was in the desk and it didn’t seem right, something was off. I had made that 
desk for her just a few moons prior. But it was like the drawer was, more, shallow somehow.” 


Aoibhinn was doing her best not to rush him, clearly grieving and drunk, but she could see 
where this was going and just wanted him to give the necessary details. “She had put a false 
bottom in the drawer. What is it ye found when ye looked inside?” 


He hesitates, then nods. “Herbs and things, things a witch might have, a mirror...” He chokes 
on the last word. He’s clearly getting to the point, so she gives him another moment. “When I 
picked up the mirror I saw... I saw her. She was standing behind me, still no eyes, just 
bloody holes where they used to be. She was in the corner of the room, behind me. I turned to 
see her but she wasn’t there. Then, I looked back in the mirror and there she was, closer, 
moving in the shadows of the room.” He grabs her mug and downs it, sparing her a glance as 
an apology. “I dropped the mirror in fright and ran. I... I haven’t been back there since.” 


She has a hunch of what it is, but she has only ever read of the creatures, never actually 
encountered one. If it was what she thought it was, then there was no doubt: this was going to 
be tricky. Oraculas were some of the hardest Wraiths to defeat; and that’s if you can even find 
them in the first place. “Can you tell me where your house is?” 


“Do you know what it is?” His voice is shaking, she can tell he hasn’t had a sober moment 
since the ordeal. 


“T believe I do. But I’d like te be sure before I say anything. But, if ye tell me where your 
house is, let me investigate. I can return with an answer for ye.” She tries to make her face a 
calming one, and seems to achieve the desired effect as Linant reaches a quivering hand into 
his pants pocket and produces a house key for her. 


“Tt’s the third to last house if you take a right out of here and take the left fork in the road. I 
don’t think I locked the door when I ran out of there but, take the key just in case.” Aoibhinn 
takes the key and begins heading out the door before Linant calls her back. “Wait, don’t you 
Witchers take coin for jobs?” 


“We'll discuss that when I get back from my investigation. Will I find ye here?” He nods as 
the barkeep brings him another round and puts a comforting hand on his back, a bit too 


affectionately. “Oh, Linant.” He and the barkeep look at her. “Make sure you stay away from 
mirrors until I get back.” And with that, she’s out the door. 
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The front door is unlocked as she pushes into the house. It smells of stale sweat, tallow 
candles, and dust. It’s a modest home, furnished lightly but with love. Clearly the wife, Ciffa, 
spent a lot of time and put a lot of heart into her home. Aoibhinn found the bedroom with 
ease, seeing as there was only one door in the place. The scene looked like she thought it 
might; simple double bed, drawer pulled out of the desk and contents dumped out onto the 
desk and floor. The small hand mirror that Linant has mentioned is face down on the floor. 
It’s back is awkwardly ornate considering the rest of the room's furnishings. It looks as if it’s 
made of real silver, with a design of a fox and a peafowl etched onto the back of it. 


She picks it up and takes a quick look into it. Sure enough, there’s a figure standing behind 
her in the reflection. “Ciffa.” She says loudly in a clear voice. The face of the figure grins and 
shifts a bit closer. The effect of the miniscule movement is haunting. Aoibhinn quickly turns 
the mirror away from her and stills her shaking legs. 


She looks around her, a dusty beam of light reaches across the bed and to a small dresser. 
Aoibhinn tries to recall everything she can about Oraculas. She knows they are born from 
scrying into things that should not be seen, or trying to scry on a person gone from this world. 
There was one vague account she read some decades ago that said Oracula could pull you 
into the mirror. She hopes with desperation that isn’t true. She also knows that they are weak 
against silver - she lovingly reaches back to the handle of her claymore. For the life of her 
though, she cannot remember how to fight the thing. 


“Foehck. I 'ave to go into a gahd damn mirrahr, dahn't I?” The accent is in full swing as she 
throws her head back in desperation, squeezing the handle of the mirror tightly. She tries to 
remember anything else she read about the Wraith, pacing around the tiny bedroom with the 
mirror gripped in her fist. 


She recalls something about the size of the mirror, and then she recalls that avoiding looking 
at an Oraclua is the best course of action. “Ahkay, I can do dis.” She brings the mirror before 
her again, immediately spotting the Oracula in the dark corner of the stifling room. She takes 
a deep breath and stills herself once more. “What’ve ye got?” The Oracula grins and rushes to 
her, grinning, but then nothing happens. “Is dat it? Ye just dance ‘round the room with yer 


fooken peepers missin’.” Aoibhinn laughs warmly, thankful that she was correct in her 
remembrance about the mirror size being a factor. “Is dis mirror too small for ye to work yer 
magic? Nior bhuail mé riamh le créatur chomh lag sin.” She grins at the female figure in the 
mirror as she taunts her. The creature snarls in return and then smiles ever so slowly as she 
looks to Aoibhinn’s left. 


The Witcher recognizes a standing mirror. It’s facing the wall as if hiding something. She 
stares at the distorted figure in the mirror again. “Ahh, do you want me to turn dat mirrahr 
arooehnd? you're dat cahnfident?” The figure grins and Aoibhinn feels a tug at her brain. 


She sets the hand mirror down gently on the bed and approaches the turned mirror with 
caution. “So, this is it.”” She touches the back of the mirror with a shaky hand. She’s never 
gone up against something that she feared completely, but this... This was something new. 
And, she didn’t know how it might end. A part of her wants to wait for Geralt to get here, so 
that maybe she could have some backup. But, she’s never depended on a man for anything, 
and she sure-as-shit wasn’t going to begin now. 


She has a moment of clarity before she flips the mirror around. She takes her leather hair tie 
and places it down in front of the mirror. A clear sign for Geralt, should he show up, of where 
she’s gone. There is a deep seated fear that she might not come back from this. 


Before she can give it too much thought, she grabs the mirror and flips it around. The first 
thing she sees is her own look of pure fear. Secondly, she sees the face of the eyeless Wraith 
rushing her from behind, then everything goes some shade of black. 
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Aoibhinn comes to consciousness, coughing into a dusty floor, sending clouds up into her 
face. She takes a moment to let her eyes adjust and for her chest to stop aching. When she 
finally looks around, her first thought is that she’s in an abandoned house. The walls and 
floors are made of old and rotten wood, almost devoid of color. There are no windows and no 
natural light. The furnishings are minimal but rotted from what seem like years of neglect. 


The memory of how she got here comes back slowly, the Oracula and the mirror. “Go 
ndéanfaidh an diabhal cipin dod’ dha chois!” She curses out loud, not caring that this creature 


won’t understand. She stands, her head swimming a bit, and checks that her sword is still on 
her back. 


Now that she’s upright, she can see more of her surroundings. The foyer is modest but leads 
to a multitude of rooms. A kitchen area to the left and a formal sitting room to the right. The 
portraits hanging on the walls have decayed beyond the point of recognition. There’s a 
staircase that leads to a second level, and Aoibhinn takes it reluctantly. As she ascends, 
there’s an obvious chill in the air. Once she reaches the landing, the whole house seems to 
shudder, as if breathing. Each step that she takes feels as if she’s walking deeper into the 
mouth of a massive beast. 


On the second story, there’s two doors and an archway that seems to lead to a more informal 
sitting area. She uses her Witcher senses to locate the Oracula but it’s completely silent. She 
tries the first door, which seems jammed in the frame, so she throws her shoulder against it 
and forces it open. Inside is a bedroom that is set up much like Ciffa’s and Linant’s bedroom, 
but in spectacular opulence. The large poster bed sits against the wall, made up with what 
seems like was once a velvet duvet. There is a lavish vanity on the opposite wall with a 
mirror, covered by a black piece of gauzy material. There are a few more pieces of 
furnishings but they are closer to wood chips than they are furniture. 


Aoibhinn steps in front of the vanity, studying the gauze carefully. It’s the only thing in the 
bedroom that doesn’t seem ancient. There is a strange vibration coming from under the gauze 
and it gives Aoibhinn pause. She reaches out slowly to take the piece of fabric in her hands, 
molesting the edges of it with her finger tips. 


A small femanine laugh echoes through the small estate and she feels a chill run up her spine 
and harden. She reminds herself that she has faced far scarier and monstrous things. She 
straightens her shoulders and readies herself for whatever waits for her under the tattered 
fabric. 


In one swift flourish, she pulls the fabric off and disposes of it on the floor in a pile. Before 
her is an average mirror; no figure within the reflection, no beasites beside or behind her. 
“Well, dat was a bit o' a let down.” She turns on her heel to inspect the rest of the upper story 
and as her back faces the mirror, she hears a loud shattering sound and feels what seems like 
a dozen needles enter her back. 


She doesn’t scream, but she feels her teeth grit together in pain as she finds the floor with her 
hands and knees. It takes all but a second to compose herself, draw her sword, and stand to 
face the mirror that exploded into her. But, there is nothing there. 


She scans the room and manages to catch a glimpse of a figure leaving the room into the hall. 
Before she has a moment to think; she rushes out of the room and swings at the figure with 
her silver claymore, barely landing a blow. The tip of the blade tears a bit of fabric before the 
figure can vanish into the informal sitting room. Aoibhinn halts in the hallway, unsure if she 
should pursue or hang back. But, before she can give it too much careful thought, she steps 
into the archway. 


Before her stands a waif of a woman, more fabric than body. Her long ash blonde hair 
reaches down to her ribs and swirls eerily in a breeze that she cannot feel herself. Her face is 
sunken and hollow, her most prominent feature being her gouged out eyes. Aoibhinn can see 
that maybe she was beautiful once, but here in this place, she’s a spent husk of a woman. 


“Ciffa I presume.” The Oracula responds with a high pitched scream and rushes at her. Too 
late, Aoibhinn notices the room is covered in mirrors. One of them bursts and shatters 
towards her as Ciffa seems to dance around the space. As the shards of reflective glass cut at 
her, she feels an intense pain in her eyes. Before she can even bring her sword up in a 
defensive position, she’s hunched over and holding her face, blood seeping through her 
fingers from her eyes. 


She squeezes her eyes shut tightly and tries to blink the blood from her vision. She can feel 
the Oracula move around her but it does not make a move on her as she struggles. When 
she’s finally able to open her eyes, she quickly scans the room but doesn’t see Ciffa. There is 
roughly thirteen mirrors, all facing her, and in each of them she can see the Oracula. 


Her vision is impared with blood pouring from her sockets but she stands, sword ready. 
“Come out n’ play ye grimy bitch.” She hears the movement before she can see it; two 
mirrors shatter at her and slice at her arms and torso. When she finally clears her sight well 
enough, the Oracula is standing before her, poised for battle. 


She swings out a bit wide, missing completely. Aoibhinn hears an ethereal sigh that sounds 
almost like a laugh and lashes out at the origin of the sound. She feels the edge of her blade 
connect, but it’s nothing compared to the fourth mirror shattering against her flesh. She feels 
a large shard enter her torso, hip, and sword arm. 


She lets a few curses out, but maintains her stance. She attempts to pull the shard of glass out 
of her sword arm and is met with yet another mirror shattering, the chunks of glass finding 
home within her flesh. She doesn’t see the room fall from view, but suddenly she feels the 
floor meet her kneecap, nearly shattering it with the force of the fall. More curses slip past 
her clenched teeth as she attempts to stand. 


When she finally finds her footing, she manages a peak at the room, still nine mirrors left. 
She quickly signs Aard and manages to obliterate six of them with a blast. She then eyes the 
last three mirrors, awaiting the Wraith. If not for her inhuman perception, she would have 
never noticed the monster coming up from behind her. She surmises that Ciffa has no need of 
traveling through mirrors in her own domain and curses herself for not realizing that sooner. 
She turns and raises her sword just as the Oracula brings down a clawed hand at her. The 
monster leaps back out of striking range and Aoibhinn can feel the debilitating pain in her 
eyes again, blinding her. She drops the swords as the pain blinds her, the sensation is of hot 
coals burning their way to the back of her skull. 


She tries to blink the blood away again, but still can’t manage to see. She wipes at her eyes 
and still, nothing. A fluttering feeling of fear races through her blood, sending chills all over. 
She’s blinded. 
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Chapter Summary 


Aoibhinn isn't strong enough to defeat the Wraith. 


Chapter Notes 


This chapter gets a bit heavy. If you need breaks, please take them and remember to 
hydrate <3 


**TW - Death** 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Six 


Aoibhinn lets out a deafening roar as the pain grows, lashing out with a fist, hoping to 
damage anything around her. Some primal rage builds from her guts, upwards, as she signs 
Igni and Aard at the same time, sending a flaming concussive blast out from her in all 
directions. The blast shatters at least one more mirror and the smell of old burning wood 
meets her nostrils. 


“How do ye like that, ye fucking cunt!” She lets out a heavy sigh and quietly curses to 
herself. She can feel roughly thirty or more cuts all over her body from the damned mirrors 
shattering at her and slicing through her flesh. She’s lost a lot of blood by now, and if she had 
her sight, it might be fading at this point anyway. She tries to steady herself and breathe 
deeply as yet another mirror shatters and the pieces find home in her body, one of them 
sinking into her side with a sickening squelching sound. 


Hot liquid dribbles down her face and she doesn’t know if it’s blood or tears, she imagines 
some mixture of both. “Why didn’t I wait?” It’s a whispered curse only for her. She kicks 
around sluggishly for her sword, desperate to feel its hilt in her hands. It takes her a few 
moments before she finds the blade with her toe and lunges for it, eager to feel it in her 
hands. Her hands wrap around the blade with enough force to bite through her glove and nip 
at the flesh of her palm and fingers. The pain doesn't even register as she quickly rights it in 
her dominant hand, ready to fight. 


She takes a fighting stance and slows her breathing so that she can hear. With her sight gone, 
her Witcher senses are even more acute as she focuses on the area around her. Where once 
there was utter silence, there is now the soft sound of fabric billowing in some imagined 
breeze. She takes that for the Wraith and, quiet as she can, tip toes after it. 


She finds herself scooting carefully down the hallway, following the Wraith into the other 
room that she had not checked. She hears the soft click of the doorknob and the gentle sound 
of the bottom of the door caressing a rug as it swings open softly. Her entire body rings with 
alarm bells, knowing full well this is a trap. But, she can’t exactly sit here and bleed out 
without doing anything. The only way out is through. 


She feels a chill as she enters the room, and the faint tinkling of laughter bounces throughout 
the room. The sound of fabric on the wind seems to meander about a bit, almost as if giving 
Aoibhinn a moment before launching some unseen assault. 


She shuffles in, reaching her non-dominant hand out while still ready to strike one-handed 
with the claymore if need be. She bites at the glove on her hand and rips it off to better feel 
her surroundings, spitting it onto the floor. 


The carpet beneath her is plush in some spots, but there are obvious paths of wear and heavy 
traffic. Her shins meet some sort of chest or box as she stumbles slightly and waves her hand 
before her. There’s a chair, threadbare and greasy with decades of dust buildup. She continues 
in the same direction, past the chair, until she finds a wall filled with books. “Is this yer 
library?” She turns to face where the sound of Ciffa is coming from, somewhere in the 
corner. She’s met with no answer and continues to shuffle around, somewhat thankful for this 
chance to explore her surroundings before the inevitable fight. 


Suddenly, her hands meet something that quiets her brazen heart in her chest. Smooth, cold, 
almost certainly reflective. She can’t help the downward turn of her lips as a whimper 
escapes her. More fucking mirrors. Doing her best to hide any emotion, she continues her 
investigation -and much to her horror, it’s as if the entire wall is of nothing but mirrors. 


Her ears fill with the sounds of blood pooling in her boots with every step she takes. Every 
movement is agony as shards of glass still protrude from every few inches of skin, her armor 
rubbing at the deep gashes. Her heart flutters in her chest from the terror of her situation and 
the loss of blood. It’s a small blessing that she can’t see the red footprints trailing behind her - 
small red bubbles oozing out of the seams of her boots and drenching the carpet. 


She makes it all the way around the room, the Oracula shadowing her every step as she does. 
She takes a small moment to make what peace she can with whatever maker might exist. 
When her silent words are met with no feeling of comfort, she stiffens her back and muses to 
herself that such is the life of a Witcher. She grips her sword in both hands and readies for the 
onslaught of glass, her back facing what she knows is the walls of mirrors. As she hears the 
wraith rush her, it’s immediately drowned out by the sound of glass shattering. She flexes her 
back and hunches over herself in an attempt to take the blow. 


The shards enter her with a sharp thud and her body crumbles under the pain, the floor 
rushing to meet her knees. There is a moment of clarity that the pain brings when a vision of 


Aobhnait comes to her. She reaches a blind hand out in front of her and feels her body begin 
to shake with sobs. The realization that she might never see her daughter again, never hold 
her or smooth her hair from her face, never again feel her in her arms, never save her. The 
reality is too much for her to bear; she lays her head on the floor and quietly cries until the 
loss of blood steals her consciousness. 
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Geralt makes it to Cintra exhausted and saddle sore. He’s been riding for three days looking 
for the woman who left him tied to a bed. When he pushes his way into the tavern, the 
barkeep practically rolls her eyes. ‘That’s unusual,’ he thinks. The rest of the patrons give 
him a cursory glance and go back to their midday conversations and ale. 


“Let me guess,” the barkeep starts as Geralt approaches. “You’re looking for someone.” 


“Yes, uh, a woman: tall, curly red hair, giant silver sword strapped to her back.” 


“You'll be wanting to talk to Linant, over there.” She nods with her head to a yellow-haired 
man sitting alone at a back table. The man looks like he hasn’t slept in a month, dark bags 
under his eyes and a short beard growing unkempt along his jaw. 


As Geralt approaches, Linant doesn’t look up, just wipes away the beginnings of a tear from 
the corner of his eye. The Witcher sits across from him and waits patiently to be 
acknowledged. 


“T s’pose you’re looking for work as well. Don’t count on it. The last Witcher that took the 
job never came back, it’s been over two days since she left.” 


“Where did she go?” 


“Said she was goin’ta investigate, gave her the key to my house. Said she’d come back soon, 
but she never did. Even left her horse out at the stables.” The man huffs a sigh of defeat. 


Geralt had seen Rust in the stables when he brought Roach there. Aoibhinn wouldn’t leave 
her horse like that, Geralt knew that much for certain. “Can you tell me where the house is?” 


“I’m not sending anyone else to their deaths. Just gonna board the place up, maybe burn it 
down.” 


Geralt fights the twitch of irritation that makes him want to clench his fist and slam it on the 
table. “Let me try again, Linant. I’m not taking the job, I’m looking for my friend. You can 
either tell me where she went, or I can spend the day figuring out which house is yours, and 
when I do indeed find it; ’1l come back here, drag you out of here kicking and screaming if I 
have to, and lock you inside.” Linant shoots up then, tired and bloodshot eyes trained on 
Geralt. As if to say, “You wouldn’t dare.’ But, something in the lantern colored eyes tells him 
that he most definitely would. 


Linant gives him directions to his house followed by a warning. “If you aren’t back by 
tomorrow’s end, I’m setting fire to the place. Whether you’re inside or not.” Geralt nods and 
leaves out the front door with a growing sense of urgency quickening his steps. 
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The house is quiet and unassuming. He tests the door and it opens without protest, giving 
way to a quaint and stale interior. Geralt closes his eyes and allows his senses to heighten, 
looking for any sign of Aoibhinn. Under the stench of stagnation, Geralt can just make out 
the hint of juniper. He follows the smell to a small bedroom, in slight disarray. The contents 
of a drawer scattered on a small desk, obviously the paraphernalia of a small time witch. An 
ornate hand mirror laying on the bed. There is also a full length mirror leaning eschew 
against the wall. 


Geralt approaches the desk slowly, looking for any clues. But before he can fully investigate, 
he notices the source of Aoibhinn’s scent -a leather hair tie on the floor before the larger 
mirror. As he bends to pick it up, something moves out of the corner of his eye. He looks up 
just in time to see a ghastly looking woman in the mirror, empty and bloodied eye sockets 
with a spine-shivering grin pulled tight across her sunken face. And, before he can step back, 
or even stand, a clawed hand reaches forth from the mirror and grabs him, yanking him 
towards the mirror by the collar of his armor. 
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Geralt comes to, the sound of glass shattering coming from someplace above him. Before he 
has much time to consider his surroundings, he stands and begins to rush towards the sound. 
He sprints up the dilapidated stairs and stops dead in his tracks. The hallway is coated in 
blood; puddles and bloody boot prints, smears of blood along the wall accompanied with red 
handprints. He rushes to the first door and finds a bedroom, covered in shattered glass and 
thick pools of blood. All he can smell is iron and juniper. On the wall, written in blood, 
“Youll die here too.” Droplets of fresh blood still drip further down the wall from the wet 
letters, as if it was just written. A sickening unease grips Geralt's guts as he backs out of the 
room and follows the trail of blood to the other room. The first thing he sees is the Wraith, 
hovering over Aoibhinn’s body as soft cries escape her before she goes completely still. 


For a moment, it’s as if Geralt leaves his body. The sight of Aoibhinn covered almost 
completely in her own blood, deep gashes covering most of her body. The sounds of her last 
sobs like a death rattle in his ears. It’s as if he’s viewing the scene from above, not in control 
of his own body as he watches himself, almost as if in slow motion, pulling his silver sword 
and launching into a frenzied attack. He signs Yrden as the Wraith attempts to flee the room, 
almost freezing her in place. He lands three solid hits on her back, causing her to let out a 
deafening screech. He watches himself step over Aoibhinn’s lifeless body as he reaches down 
to pick up her claymore, holding it tightly in his dominant hand and moving his own silver 
sword to his offhand. The Wraith breaks free and tries to rush into one of the mirrors but 
Geralt quickly uses Aard to shatter the ones before her. 


The Wraith turns to Geralt and lunges at him with a claw, missing widely. He counters 
effortlessly with the claymore, slashing along her entire torso and then parries a second attack 
with his smaller sword. 


In slow motion from his out-of-body perspective, he sees the mirror begin to shatter, sending 
shards at him, and quickly casts Aard. The broken bits of glass go flying away from him and 
the Oracula gets sent back a few feet, disappearing through the wall. 


With the few moments he has now, he quickly scoops Aoibhinn’s head into his lap, uncorking 
a White Raffard’s Decoction and gently pouring it down her throat. Some of it spills out the 
corner, but most of it seems to find its way down. He clenches his jaw, willing it to work, 
before standing and quickly chugging a Reliever’s Decoction himself and chasing after the 
Wraith. 


He seems to be back in his own body as he enters the upstairs sitting area, the room adjacent 
to where the Wraith seems to have disappeared into. The second he spots her in the left hand 
comer of the room, in front of yet more mirrors, he lunges. Ignoring the painful cuts across 
his chest and thighs as a mirror shatters, he lands a painful blow with Aoibhinn’s sword 
across the monster. He follows it up swiftly with a backhand from the smaller silver sword 
and then brings the larger claymore around to bring a blow to her head from above. The 
Wraith dodges, but just barely, the thick of the blade slicing through her ethereal arm. 


Geralt can see that she’s staggering now, despite the fact she’s floating through the room. She 
moves back and forth wildly, screeching and wailing. Another mirror shatters at him but it’s 
much too late for the Wraith. Geralt kicks off of a low table and comes down on her with 
both swords, effectively vanquishing her into a puff of smoke. 


The room around him seems to waver almost immediately. Furniture begins to vanish in 
similar puffs of ethereal smoke. He drops the swords where he stands and begins to run back 
to the room where Aoibhinn’s corpse lies. Every step feels as if he’s running through tar, 
taking all of his strength just to lift his feet and move forward. He opens his mouth to yell out 
to her but there’s no sound. Quickly, the floorboards beneath his boots begin to vanish. He 
kicks out wildly, still attempting to move forward, but finds no purchase. He floats through 
an inky void, momentarily suspended between the demi-plane of the Wraith and reality. 


Before the hollow steals him away, he sees a most peculiar vision. 
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An old table - worn smooth by many pounding fists and ardent declarations. Several women 
sit around it, all looking at him. He can’t help but notice the woman at the head of the table. 
Impossible for him to miss that hair that he adores so much, if only he could run his fingers 

through it. 


The woman with the lion's mane sits with a stiff posture, very unlike Aoibhinn. Her face 
seems a little more worn, a little more scarred. She looks directly at him suddenly, and the 
eyes are an unmistakable verdant green with bright golden sun flares around the iris. As he 
looks more closely, even in her seated position, she is clearly larger than Aoibhinn. She flicks 
her hand and Geralt finds himself at the other end of the table, unable to move as he wishes. 


He notices with much more clarity that she’s dressed in full plate armor, helmet on the table 
before her. A full plate of armor covered in hammered out dents and scuffs. It’s clear in an 
instant to him that this isn’t a decorative or ceremonial suit of armor, but a suit of armor fresh 
from the battlefield. 


Before he has a moment to spare a glance at any of the other women, the one at the head of 
the table speaks. “Leave her.” 


“T don’t understand.” His own voice sounds distant, almost like an afterthought. His hands 
grip the arms of the chair in desperation. 


“Leave her, leave Aoibhinn. She walks the wrong path, you must leave her.” Her strong and 
calloused hand reaches for a nearby goblet and she takes a long drink. Geralt tries to respond 
but finds his voice has abandoned him at this moment. “The girl is ours. Not hers, and 
certainly not yours. Give up this folly, return to your life.” 


He tries to respond once more but it’s as if his throat is filled with wild nettles. He coughs 
and sees blood on the table before him. 


Before he has a chance to breathe, or even think, the vision of the table falls from view and 
he’s once more sucked into the abyss. 
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Geralt coughs, spewing liquid on the floor before him. He pushes himself up with his hands, 
noting the small spattering of blood under him as he pushes himself into an upright position. 
He’s back in the bedroom of Linant, no longer in the hellscape of the Wraith. 


It takes him a moment to realize himself and take in his surroundings. Once he is upright 
though, he notices Aoibhinn sprawled out on the floor beside him. He rushes to her side and 
takes her head into his lap once more. She’s still not breathing but the wounds accosting her 
body seem to have stopped bleeding. 


He hears a voice reminding him that Witcher's don’t cry as he cradles her head in his arms, 
her jaw slack and her eyes white as they roll back into her skull. He smoothes a hand over her 
face, musing the loose and wild curls away from her lips and eyes. The motion leaves tracks 
in the blood on her face in the shape of his thumb and index finger, smearing the blood into 
the hair and sticking it into place. 


He’s never seen her face so relaxed as it is now, it’s almost looks childlike. The sight sickens 
him as he rocks forward, some small attempt to revive her in his panicked state. 


“Aoibhinn, please wake up.” His face is statuesque as a tear falls quietly and lands in her hair. 
“I’m sorry I didn’t get here sooner, but you didn’t exactly make it easy for me.” With her 
skull cradled in one hand, he moves the other to support her neck and back, hating the way 
her head slumps back in it’s limp state. “Please.” He rocks there for a moment, saying some 
quiet goodbye to himself and to her as he does. His right hand moves to her hip as he 
repositions her limp corpse onto his lap more fully, supporting her head against his chest and 
holding her body to him with his right hand. 


His forehead meets hers as he says a quiet prayer for her, more of a wish than anything. 
Slowly he pulls her face closer to his, inhaling the scent of iron and juniper. His lips meet her 
ear and he places a soft kiss to her lobe as he continues to rock her lifeless body. The taste of 
blood is second place to the feeling of his insides being ripped out by some invisible hand. 


They sit there for a long while. The sun begins to set outside the dingy window, the russet 
colors painting the small room in hues of fire. There is a small moment in which Geralt 
muses that the colors remind him of Aoibhinn’s hair but the moment is lost as he looks back 
down as sees the blood drying on her face. How long would he sit here holding her corpse? 


The night finds its way through the window. Scattering the glow of the moon across the floor 
and bedspread. The entire room seems to come to life with the glow of it. Geralt finds a 
moment to peer up, catching the reflection of himself and Aoibhinn in the full-length mirror. 
The sight is one of horrific proportions, her dead body draped in his arms like that of a piece 
of driftwood. He meets his own eyes then; bloodshot and tear-filled. Aoibhinn’s blood 
smeared throughout his hair and beard. He breaks eye contact as soon as he makes it, burying 
himself once more in the crook of her neck. 


Geralt cannot tell if time is standing still or if it’s flying by, but eventually; the sound of men 
sound from outside the residence. It takes him a moment to register the shift in sound, but 
once he does, he recognizes the sound of an angry mob. They seem to be arguing amongst 
themselves about whether to burn the house or not. 


Geralt has to take a moment, remembering he was only gone for about ten minutes or so. He 
knows that he’s been sitting for a long while with Aoibhinn but Linant had told him he had 
over twenty-four hours before he would take any action. 


The white-haired Witcher stands and collects their swords that sit scattered on the ground 
near them, Aoibhinn still cradled delicately in his arms, and heads towards the front door. He 
stands before it, listening to the frantic tones of the mob outside calling for action. Geralt 
kicks the door open with a force and steps out with Aoibhinn still in his arms. 


The crowd outside of the home goes quiet instantly. They stand ready with their torches but 
make no move towards the Witcher. 


“The monster has been dealt with” It’s all Geralt can muster in the moment. He looks up and 
finds Linant at the head of the mob, making eye contact as intensely as possible. “Aoibhinn 
gave her life to rid your shitty town of your monster. Burn the place for all I care...” He 
wants to say more about Aoibhinn; about how brave she was, how gallant. But, he can’t find 
the words just yet. He locks eyes with Linant who seems to understand in some miniscule 
way, and he decides to leave it at that. “Burn the whole town for all I care. Burn Cintras if it 
makes you feel better.” He marches off towards the woods with the female Witcher in his 
arms. 
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He finds a quiet place amongst the trees finally. It’s nearly midnight now, the moon far off in 
the blackened sky. He takes a moment to watch the hazy wisps of clouds pass before the 
moon before placing the body in his arms against a solid tree trunk. 


Her limbs fall to her sides in an unnatural movement, her head slumping to the side. She 
nearly collapses to the ground before he catches her slack form and rights it once again 
against the trunk of the tree. He tells himself that she is simply asleep as he takes up a stick 
and begins to dig a hole in the soft earth. 


As he digs and begins to overheat, he slowly discards bits of armor in a pile to his side. At 
one point he thinks he might be crying but then he looks to Aoibhinn and the tears stop 
suddenly. How can he cry? How can he feel anything? What right does he have to pity her or 
himself when he couldn’t even get there in time to save her. 


“You just had to play your fucking games...” His voice is hoarse and broken as the sound 
leaves him. The stick he’s been using to dig falls from his grip as his knees buckle beneath 
him. He feels as if his world is caving in, crumbling, decaying beneath him as she decays just 
five feet from him. He lays himself down on the ground and tries to stop it from spinning, 
quietly cursing any and everything. 


“T don’t even know why I’m here.” He looks up through the black inky leaves to the stars 
above, imagining he’s anywhere but where he is. “I don’t know why I followed you, I don’t 
know why I care...” A strong wind rustles through the woods and he catches the scent of her 
- it’s almost too much. He swallows past the lump in his throat and forces himself to smile 
but stops immediately, knowing he looks like a complete fool. “I just wanted to get to know 
you. I wanted you to be someone I care about and I don’t know why that is. I only knew you 
for a few days, spoke a few times, but...” He takes a shuddering breath. “In those few days of 
knowing you, it was as if I stood too close to the sun. Aoibhinn; you burn brighter than the 
sun... Or, burned... I just wanted to stand close to you and feel the warmth for just a little 
while. I... I need you, in some way, but I don’t even know you yet.” He stands to resume his 
digging of her plot, hating to bury her in this shit-hole town. 


With the stick in his hand he digs once more at the hole before him, casting a wary glance at 
her corpse. “Aoibhinn!?” She’s sitting against the tree, upright, no longer slumped over in 
that awful and contorted position. He drops the piece of wood in his hands and rushes to her, 
hands fluttering for a second before he stills them in his lap, some small attempt to keep his 
composure. 


“T don’t think I can be anyone's sun, Geralt. I can’t be that fer you...” She holds her abdomen 
as if her guts may spill out if she doesn’t. “I’m stupid ‘nd selfish ‘nd arrogant. I can’t save ‘r 
protect anythin’. I can’t even protect-” her voice breaks and she coughs up a bit of blood for 
emphasis. “I just can’t.” 


Geralt smooths a hand through her hair, not caring if she’s okay with it or not. “I’m sorry that 
you heard that... But... I won’t apologize for thinking it.” Her hand moves to cover his in 


some semblance of embrace. “Also, you’re a colossal fuck up for going into that fight 
without any backup.” 


“T’m gonna kick yer ass for that comment later.” She tries to swat his hand away but he only 
pulls her in closer, despite her grunts of disapproval, cradling her head against his chest. 


“Gladly.” He places a kiss on the crown of her forehead and smiles as he looks one last time 
at the hole he had dug, knowing he wasn’t going to have to fill it with her body. 


Chapter End Notes 


Did you really think she was gonna go out like that?! I'm sorry for the drama, but in the 
moment it felt right. I hope you enjoyed this chapter and feel like I did justice to the 
relationship. 


Aoibhe 


Chapter Summary 


Aoibhinn sleeps as she heals and Geralt cares for her. She finally answers some 
questions of his, explaining the depravity of the Fox School. Geralt also struggles to 
remember his vision. 


Chapter Notes 


So I know I go a bit hard on her accent in bits of this chapter but I do hope that it is still 
readable. Towards the end, I tone it down quite a bit because at this point I assume 
everyone understands she has an Irish accent, so when she's speaking calmly I'll 
probably not emphasize the accent too much just to make it a bit easier to read through. 


I apologize for not bringing a lot of smut lately, but things got a bit heavy and it feels 
disingenuous to have them go at it when she's on a time limit to get someplace. I 
promise it will come though! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Seven 


Geralt and Aoibhinn sit until the sun rises in one another’s arms. They make no attempt at 
small-talk, simply happy to just be alive. As the sun breaks through the trees, Aoibhinn 
begins to nod off, the process of healing taking a physical toll on her. He lays her down 
momentarily, putting his armor back on before scooping her up in his arms and carrying her 
back to town. 


She stirs a bit and wraps an arm around his neck, wincing as some of her cuts open back up 
ever-so-slightly. “Where are ye taking me, Dog?” 


A low growl starts in his throat and it makes her smirk. ““When are you going to stop with 
that?” 


“When ye stop liking it.” 


“I’m taking you to the Inn so that you can rest and heal. You shouldn’t be alive right now.” 


“T’ll be fine, I don’t need ye taking care of me like some dainty maiden.” He looks down at 
her sweat-sheened face just in time to watch her brow furrow in pain as he shifts her. 


“T’ll tie you to the bed if I have to, but you’re going to rest for at least two days. I’m going to 
make another potion to help the healing process while you get some sleep and then I’m going 
to get you something to eat.” Her body goes a bit stiff as she tries to struggle against him, 
pushing at his chest with hands still covered in dried blood. 


“T can’t wait that long, I ‘ave to get to the coast!” There’s a bubbling panic in her voice that 
catches them both off guard. “Geralt...” She forces him to look her in the eyes, to understand 
the gravity of what she’s saying. “I can’t. ’'ve wasted enough time fighting that damned 
ghast. Please give me your word, promise me you'll let me go.” 


There’s something he wants to ask, about something he can’t remember. All he can recall is a 
table and then falling into blackness. “I can’t promise that, I won’t. But...” She starts to 
swing at him, but it’s a feeble attempt. She practically screams out in pain as she feels more 
cuts open along her ribs and shoulder. “But!” He shifts her, as if to tell her “That’s enough’. “I 
will go with you if you tell me what it is you’re chasing after. Let me help.” 


“Tt’s not yer burden, Geralt.” He doesn’t think he’lI ever tire of hearing his name in that wild 
accent of hers. “This is something I have to do on my own.” 


“Who says?” He can feel her glare on him and gives it right back to her. 


“What?” She can’t fathom the question, nor the answer. 


“Who says you have to do it on your own? Who descended from the heavens and decreed it? 
You THINK you have to do it on your own for some reason, but I’m sitting here telling you 
that you don’t have to, that I’m completely at your disposal to aid in your endeavours. Think 
of me as another sword on your back.” He arrives at the Inn finally and shoulders open the 
door. A small balding man sits at a table -book in hand- and quickly rises when they enter. 


“Can I help- OH MY!” He takes one look at Aoibhinn and his legs suddenly stop 
functioning. 


“One room, please.” Geralt gently shifts Aoibhinn’s weight to one arm as he uses his free 
hand to yank her coin purse from her waist. She gives him an audacious look but he crinkles 
his brows and says, “I had to use all my coin to bribe that wench to untie me from the bed,” 
only loud enough for her to hear. 


“Does the woman need a healer?” The narrow-shouldered man begins to panic slightly and 
looks around the small room as if a healer might be tucked away in the rafters. 


“She’ ll be oka-” 


“I’m fine, just give us aroom...” The man looks surprised that she’s able to speak, let alone 
in such an admonishing tone. 


The man hurries to take the coin from Geralt’s hand and quickly hands them the rusted key to 
aroom. “It’ll be the last door on the right.” He walks them towards a hallway cloaked by a 
tapestry and moves it out of the way for Geralt. “Right this way. If you need anything, please 
ask.” 


“Could we get a wash basin?” Geralt asks over his shoulder as he makes his way down the 
hall and to their room. The man scurries off to some back room and raps gently on the door 
when he returns, a large metal bow] filled with sudsy water in hand. 


Geralt places Aoibhinn in the small bed and takes the basin, placing it on a small end table 
and then closing the door. Her eyes flutter closed as she fights sleep and tries to tell Geralt 
something. 


“Just relax.” Geralt says as he smooths a bit of hair from her face and begins to take off her 
blood-soaked armor. Every inch of her armor and clothing needs to be thoroughly rinsed and 
washed, more blood than actual fabric. He places it in neat piles by the door, ready to bring to 
the local washer women as soon as she’s clean and tucked in. 


“Aobhnait...” The name from her lips sounds like an invocation. He lifts her limbs softly and 
moves over them with a warm rag, gently scrubbing away the dried blood and sweat, careful 
not to reopen anything. 


“Who’s that?” He doesn’t think he’ll get a coherent answer but he may as well try while he’s 
here. 


Her brow creases, so clearly not wanting to say, even in her feverish state. Geralt tries his 
best to rid her hairline of crusted blood as she tosses and turns. Once the armor and clothing 
are completely stripped from her form, he can see the damage for what it is. He knows by just 
looking at her that half the damage she sustained would be enough to put him out of 
commission. He cannot help but admire her strength in the moment; every single inch of her 
is covered in cuts and glass and blood. She repeats the name a few more times before losing 
consciousness completely and going limp. 


“T wish you would have thought this through more thoroughly, before I went and fell...” He 
stops himself from finishing the thought and wipes the rag down her leg, doing his best to 
mind the cut on her calf the length of his forearm. 


He spends the better part of the day just rinsing her body of any sign of damage, calling the 
innkeep a few times to refill the water basin. When he finally has her washed, he stitches and 
wraps her cuts to the best of his ability and pulls a blanket over her body. He heads out to the 
stable where he knows that Aoibhinn has a spare bedroll with Rust. 


As he approaches, the horse pulls back and seems to be ready to kick out should he get any 
closer. He does his best to soothe her, giving her the back of his hand and a few gentle words. 
“I’m here for Aoibhinn. Woah, woah!” Rust does her best to clobber him with her hooves. He 
darts forward and snags her travel pack before she can kick out again, but she manages to 
grab some of his hair with her teeth and pull a few strands out. 


“Color me not surprised.” He glares at the horse and it’s almost as if she glares back. 


Back at the Inn, Geralt lays out the spare bedroll and begins pulling out ingredients to mix 
another healing potion for Aoibhinn. He knows she might give him a hard time about taking 
it, but she damn well needs it. He casts a glance at her when he accidently clinks some glass 
together a bit too loud. She sucks in a deep breath, but otherwise doesn’t move an inch. 
There’s a slight pinch between her brows and he fights the urge to rise to her and smooth it 
out with his thumb. 


Once he’s done with the potion, he tidies up and makes himself comfortable while Aoibhinn 
sleeps. He rises a few times to check on her, giving her white willow bark to calm her fever. 
She attempts once or twice to pull Geralt into the bed with her in a haze but he does his best 
to wrestle her back into deep sleep. The last thing her fever needs is another's body heat. On 
top of the fact that he doesn’t need the temptation of lying next to her naked form in her 
delirious state. 


By the time night falls, she’s awake again and in a full panic. 


She kicks the thin blanket from her and stumbles out of the bed. “How long?!” She starts to 
dress in a manic state as Geralt wakes to her rushing about the room, trying to find her 
belongings. Luckily, he had the forethought to scatter them and hide a few key pieces so that 
she couldn’t abscond in the night. 


“Well good morning to you,” he attempts a smile then corrects himself. “Or I guess I should 
say night. You slept all day, soundly.” 


“T need ta leave, where’s my pauldrons!” It’s a command, not a question. Either way Geralt 
doesn’t tell her. “I swear to all de old gods, I'll 'ave yer foehckin 'ead if you dahn't tell me 
where they are right dis instant.”’ When she’s riled up like this, it’s a wonder he can even 
make out what she’s saying. But, he knows a serious threat when he hears it. 


“JT made you this.” He stands, forgetting he’d gotten stark naked due to the heat of the midday 
sun and her feverish body radiating in the small room. She doesn’t bat an eye as he stands 
exposed to her. He takes the small glass vial from the table next to the bed and hands it to her. 
“Obviously it's a healing potion. I’m not one for drugging people to hold them against their 
will.” 


He doesn’t even see her rush him, she’s done it in the blink of an eye. Her fist connects with 
the side of his head before he even opens his eyes. “Do you 'ave any idea what I'll do to you 
if you dahn't give me my belongings and remove yooehrself from me presence?” He thought 
he had seen her angry before but this was something primal, something that promised real 
pain if he didn’t listen, maybe even death by the looks of it. The golden dawn of her eyes is 
all but gone, replaced by distant dark storm clouds. Her eyelids disappear into her skull as she 
levels him with a glare through her brows, a primitive snarl pulling at her top lip, revealing a 
row of teeth that seem sharper than normal. 


Geralt backs away, possibly saving his ass in the moment. “Just tell me what’s going on 
Aoibhe.” It was the first time he has used any sense of a nickname with her and it catches her 
off guard, seems to soften her... almost. 


She goes from her crouched position to standing straight and glaring. Without breaking eye 
contact with him, she takes the vial from his stretched out hand and rips the cork out with her 
teeth, letting the vile liquid creep down her throat. She then throws the empty glass at his 
head, knowing he’ll dodge it easily, shattering it against the wall. She takes a step to him, 
turning her back to him and wrapping her right arm around his neck, his chin effectively 


resting on her shoulder. Then she drops, kicking her own legs out in front of her. His jaw 
slams into her clavicle, the sound of his teeth slamming together like music in her ears. She 
stands and glowers down at him, showing her teeth. He spits a bit of blood as he rises onto 
his haunch, still bare-skinned. “I've 'ad it with you, if you dahn't give me my things, I'll kill 
you right 'ere and now.” 


Geralt takes a brief moment to honestly think to himself if all of this was worth it. He clearly 
couldn’t stop her but why was she so adamant that he not help her? He blurted it out 
suddenly, not able to sit quietly any more. “Why won’t you accept my help?” He stands and 
looks at her, the pain in his eyes clear to her but she doesn’t give a shit. 


Her accent falls away suddenly, the rage all but evaporating. “Do ye want to know why, 
Geralt?” 


“T do! Just tell me why you have to do this on your own.” 


“Because who the fuck do ye think you are, assuming I need yer help? Sure, you saved my 
arse back there but that has nothing to do with what I have to do now.” Her shoulders soften, 
if only a fraction. “I am so fooken sick of men and their unceasing need to be every woman's 
savior. I’m no fooken damsel, Geralt.” Her voice begins to crack and break, the dam holding 
back her emotions finding one leak after another. “I’ve fought gahddamn tooth and claw to 
get where I am. I have bled and broken my body for the right to call myself a warrior, to call 
myself a Witcher. I’ve lived over two-hundred-and-thirty years and every single one of them 
has me bathed in blood, over and over and fooken over again. I don’t need yer fooken help 
because I’m gahddamn stronger than you! I’m stronger than you because I’ve had to prove 
myself every fooken step of the way not just as a Witcher - deserving of human fooken 
decency, but as a woman - deserving of the breath in my breast.” A hot tear finds its way 
down her cheek, burning as it goes, promising more. She pauses, running her hands through 
her wild curls, attempting to smooth them back. When she starts again, her voice is a 
whispered threat. “I have fought gods and monsters, slain men and devils. I have moved the 
sun in the sky and chased the moon to new worlds. I have -” her voice breaks once more, the 
back of her hand moving to her lips to stifle the sob that bashes through her teeth. “I have 
brought life into this world.” The last sentence comes as a strangled and desperate plea, her 
voice soft and broken. She meets his eyes then, quieting her cries and tears, her mask slipping 
back into place. “And I will be damned if I let you keep me from protecting that life.” 


“Aobhnait.” It all clicks for him at that moment. He has the decency to look apologetic. 
“You're trying to save your daughter.” He doesn’t ask but the way her lips twitch tell him it’s 
exactly that. 


“T need ta do this, Geralt.” Her entire figure seems to be crumbling, her shoulders slack and 
her head bows. “I need ta do this without distraction.” For the first time, her eyes meet his 
cock, if only for a moment. “I can’t have ye getting in the way, not with this.” 


He sits on the bed and finally pulls his trousers up, taking a moment to figure out how to 
respond. “If I promise not to get in the way? If I promise not to be a distraction?” 


“It’s...” She struggles to put her chaotic feelings into sensible words. “It’s not that yer doin’ 
anything exactly. Just ye being here.” The heel of her palm meets her hairline as she tries 
again to wrangle a wild curl. “I don’t think I can control myself when the moments arise. And 
they will arise. Every drop of blood in ma veins, every fiber of sinew, every battered bone in 
my body...” She levels him again with a glare. “It wants to break you down and make ye 
mine. I want to break ye down to the bone and make ye beg for me to put ye back together.” 


Geralt can’t form a response. No woman has ever spoken to him like this, no person . He 
looks up from his seated position and there’s a hunger in her eyes, one he hasn’t really seen 
before. She’d always been so care-free and flirtatious in the past with him. But, not now. 
Now she looked as near to a predator as a feral beast. She takes a step so that she’s standing 
before him on the bed and cups his chin in her hand, forcing him to look up at her. He cannot 
fight the gulping motion his throat makes, noting the way her eyes follow his adams-apple 
down. 


There is a flicker of promise in her eyes, the honey gold around her pupil returning and 
reminding him of a pair of green and gold eyes that he swears he has never seen. He reaches 
up tentatively and wraps his fingers around the wrist of the hand that holds his chin, turning it 
and placing his lips to her palm. She allows it for the moment, soaking in the cool touch of 
his lips against her broiling skin, wanting desperately for him to kiss elsewhere. She wants 
desperately for him to banish her aches and pains with fervent promises and lips that feel like 
a cold spring during midsummer. 


“ll...” He knows what he wants to say, wants to ask. But, he struggles to let the words loose 
from his constricting throat. “I'll be a good dog.” A foreign heat rises from his chest, 
spreading like hot oil up his neck, then blooming in his cheeks. He wants to look away in 
embarrassment at his confession, but he can’t break her hold. 


She pulls her hand from his face, snaking it into his shoulder-length white hair and gripping it 
firmly at the root. She yanks his head back slightly but there’s a wince from Geralt as she 
does so. His hands fall to his knees, gripping them tightly to fight the discomfort. He knows 
this is what she wants, this is how they both get what they want: his absolute submission. 


He can’t deny though, that some large part of him likes the surrender. With her fist in his hair 
and her formidable figure before him, he feels his back muscles untense, his jaw go a little 
slack. He wants to hear her say the words, to tell him that he’s a good boy, that he can come 
with her. “I'll be your good dog,” he finds himself saying without realizing it. Something 
about her dominating gaze disarming him, promising equal parts pleasure and pain. 


She notes carefully each way his body responds to her, the way he caves and craves her 
approval. She watches his jaw relax and his fingers go white as they passively grip his knees 
and she knows then what he’s waiting for, what he’s silently begging for. She keeps a firm 
grip in his hair as she leans in, caressing his cheek with her own and placing her lips to his 
ear. The effect this has on him is heavy in the air by way of his hitched breath and wide eyes. 
“Good Dog.” The words leave her lips, dripping off of her tongue slowly, honey right from 
the comb. His lips part as if he might try to stick his tongue out and catch the drips on his 
tongue. 


She releases his hair and grabs his throat abruptly, conjuring a wide-eyed look from Geralt. 
He tries to swallow past her grip on his throat but she tightens it before he can. The action 
causes him to choke and sputter ever so slightly. He tries to signal that he wants to respond, 
his tongue darting out and licking at his dry lips. She releases his throat, her dark amber eyes 
like long-forgotten coals, nearly red in the low candlelight of the room. Her index and middle 
finger darts out, slipping past his lips and teeth. She presses down on his tongue and can’t 
help the satisfied cocked brow that tugs upwards. 


“Good Dogs speak when told.” She has to fight against every urge inside of her when she 
feels his hot tongue twirl around her fingers. 


Despite her words, Geralt attempts to speak around the fingers lodged in his mouth, pressing 
his tongue and causing him to drool. She can’t help but laugh. She takes the fingers from his 
mouth, her facial expression much lighter than it had been just several minutes before. He 
spits the excess slobber on the floor and looks at her with enough audacity that she can’t help 
but let out a laugh. Her hands darts out to wipe a bit of the slobber from his lip with her 
thumb and he allows it but just barely. She was clearly pushing limits, seeing what she could 
get away with. “Before you go all primal on me, can I ask what exactly Aobhnait needs 
saving from? Why are you in such a hurry to get to her?” 


All of the ego deflates from her chest, leaving her feeling like a trampled-through puddle. Her 
mind races at his question, reorganizing and reprioritizing. She admonishes herself for 
slipping so quickly when her daughter's life is literally on the line. Every moment counted. 
“We have to leave immediately. I'll explain on the way.” 


Geralt marveles at the strength and the sheer willpower that is Aoibhinn. He doesn’t question 
or attempt to stall her. She has taken her medicine and agreed to let him come along with her. 
What more could he ask for in this moment. He pulls a simple shirt over his head and steps 
out of the room, returning in a moment with the rest of her gear. She has to bite back harsh 
words, not wanting to get into it. She had a job to do, and she was done letting petty 
distractions deviate her from her task. She grabs the pauldrons and other bits of her ensemble 
from his arms and dresses quickly, as does he. 


They leave quickly out of the front door, the innkeeper eyeing her skeptically. She could not 
blame him, she had come into his establishment not a full day ago on death's door. Now she 
was fully armored, charging out the door with her dog on her heels. The cuts that had covered 
her entire body are now tight pink scars, and a few of them peek out from her collar and 
sprinkle her face. They had healed well enough but she knew if she were to push her body 
too hard, they would open again easily. 


Despite her physical state; she feels unstoppable at this moment. After kicking the door open 
with a blood stained boot, she goes to pull her tie from her wrist only to falter in her steps. 
She turns to Geralt with a manic look in her eye but he’s already holding her leather tie in his 
hands out for her. She takes it and pulls her mane into a tight and chaotic bun atop her head. 
She had noticed her green ribbon knotted on the hilt of Geralt’s sword as they dressed but 
chose to say nothing, once again reminding herself that not a second could be wasted. 


She marches, her strides long and determined, towards the stable where Rust and Roach sit 
waiting. She’s greeted with enthusiasm from her own mare, and swears Roach almost bows 
to her, his head dipping low at her approach. She casts the thought aside quickly, telling 
herself he was just greeting his own master that rode her heels. 


They both mount their rides and she immediately directs Rust to the West. Geralt does his 
best to keep up with her but he doesn’t think he could ever keep up with her level of 
determination. She’s like a hell-beast the way she rides, thundering towards her goal. He still 
wants to hear her story, but he knows he can’t and shouldn’t press it now. Not that he could 
say anything to her at the moment anyway. 


After a few hours of rough riding, she finally slows to a gallop and then a slow trot. She pulls 
Rust over to the edge of the forest they are riding through, allowing her to sniff out a creek. 
They both let their horses drink as they stretch and rub the sore spots away. 


“T don’t think I can explain everything before we can get there.” She sits and avoids Geralt’s 
eyes. “If we can even get there in time.” 


“You can always start at the beginning?” He sits on a patch of moss near her and offers her a 
bit of dried meat and water. He wasn’t sure what she had herself but it didn’t matter. He 
wanted to give her nourishment so she could focus and speak. 


“T can’t go back there.” It’s the end of that line of questioning but her face softens a bit, 
looking at him from under her lashes for a split second. “The Fox School is different as ye 
already know.” Geralt nods as she takes the bit of meat from his fingers and plops it in her 
mouth, crouching to sit next to him. “It’s a school of all-women, but there’s a lot more to it 
than that. We don’t bring in recruits the same way that you lot do. We create new Witchers.” 
She doesn’t even look up to see the puzzled expression on his face. Before he can inquire, she 
continues. “We go through our trials young... younger than most. Younger than you lot. I did 
my trials when I still had an imaginary friend. I could count to thirty-four, I remember that.” 
Her elbows rest on her knees, her thumb reaching up and stroking at her lip. Geralt licks at 
his bottom lip as he watches, an involuntary action. He waits for her to continue, saying 
nothing but watching her intently. “We call them by different names, but it’s the same thing. 
They just fine-tuned the process, is all. Six out of ten girls survive. We might all survive, save 
the last trial. Trial by combat: to the death.” 


“You're just children...” His brows pinch together in disgust, the look on her face making 
him wince. 


“Barely even children. I killed a girl that couldn’t ‘ave been more than four years old. [Il 
never forget the cry that came from her as I cut her down.” She casts a glance at Geralt, 
worry contorting her face. 


“T’m not judging.” That’s all he offers, and that’s all she really needs. 


“Her mother was like an aunt to me...” Her fawn eyes look off far in the distance, clearly 

remembering memories from over two centuries ago. “I remember her after; after I killed her 
daughter. She refused to cry, refused to be soft. She congratulated my mother on my victory. I 
remember crying, there was blood covering my tiny body. My mother nodded approvingly at 
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me. 


“But why-” 


“T’m getting there,” she cut him off and watched him bite his lower lip. “Once we pass, once 
we win ; we train. We train for decades. We learn the magic and potions of our foremothers. 
We train with swords and other things, namely the claymore. There is no time for socializing, 
no time for being a young girl, a young woman. From dawn until dusk we work, usually 
under the steady hand of our mothers. My mother...” She swallows past a hard lump in her 
throat and she spares a look towards Rust, drinking from the creek as if there was nothing to 
fear. “My mother leads the Fox School. She has for nearly four-hundred years.” 


“T didn’t know Witchers lived that long?” It was an honest and innocent question. 


“The way that we developed our mutagens... We live longer. I don’t look more than thirty 
but I’m pushing two-hundred-and-fourty. When she had me, she had every intention of 
training me to take her place.” 


“But she was a Witcher.” 


“That’s what I’m getting to, Geralt.” She wasn’t scolding him. Far from it. She was in 
complete agreement that it was absolutely insane. “Female Witchers, Witchers from the Fox 
School.. It’s part of our burden as we get older, our duty.” Her hand went to her abdomen 
almost instinctively. “Once we reach an age, it’s our duty to provide the school with fresh 
recruits. We don’t adopt wayward sons the way yer schools do. We don’t repurpose lost 
souls. We create, we make new souls.” She can feel Geralt chomping at the bit to ask 
questions but she continues. “Witchers have toxic reproductive organs as you know. You 
can’t knock up some poor woman you happen upon.” Geralt’s face grimaces at her wording 
but it’s the truth of it and they both know it. “But women from the Fox School... We are bred 
and designed to carry Witchers. But we can’t just take any man to bed, he has to be a Witcher 
also. Something about our equal incompatibility canceling out.” He suckes in a breath, 
possibly to say something. “My inhospitable womb is the perfect host to a male Witcher's 
poisonous seed.” 


It doesn’t make any goddamn sense, it goes against everything Vesemir had told him about 
Witchers. Just the fact that Aoibhinn exists goes against what he had learned. “Honestly, I’m 
still stuck on the fact that the Fox School isn’t just some myth.” She had no response so he 
took a moment to rein in his thoughts. It was all so much and so fucking ridiculous. “So you 
did your duty then?” 


She nods, not looking at him. “I met a man from the Bear School. He was crass and vulgar, 
ready to die at the drop of a pin. We spent the night together and a month or so later, I found 
out that I was with child. I tried to find him after but all I found was a fresh grave marker.” 


“I’m sorry.” He can’t fathom what else to say. 


“Don’t be, I didn’t know him, didn’t care for him. He was a stranger; a dark cloud passing 
before the moon. He meant nothing.” 


“Then why did you look for him?” He can’t help the asinine question as it spills past his lips. 


“Because I needed his help, needed help to protect our child should it be a girl.” She watches 
as he casts his gaze down, trying to make sense of something he didn’t quite grasp. “I didn’t 
want my baby girl to experience what I had, I didn't want her to go through what I had gone 
through. I wanted her to be normal, to have a normal life filled with laughter and friends, 
with love. We can’t have that, being what we are.” 


“You think we can’t feel love?” Her words are almost like a dagger in his ribs. Even though 
they are talking about her daughter, he can’t help but take it a little personal. 


“T think we feel a lot. I think we feel too much. But,” She meets his gaze with a severe 
intensity. “I don’t think we can love. I ‘ave tried so many times. How can we love something 
that’s just going ta die before us? Humans are so fooken frail, so fragile. How can we love 
something so goddamn breakable?” 


“Do you love your daughter?” 


Her tawny eyes light with a fire and she nests one fist in her other hand as if to restrain 
herself from rocking him. “Do not talk to me about my daughter like that. That’s not just 
love, it’s not something ye could ever fooken fathom. And if ye question it again, I'll 
introduce yer corpse to the top soil.” Her words sent a slight shiver down his spine but he has 
an argument brewing in him as the words leave her. 


“Just because I can’t have children of my own doesn’t mean I’ve never loved a daughter.” 
His thumbs twitch around each other as Ciri’s face flashes before him. He hopes to fuck she’s 
okay. It’s been nearly three years since he saw her off, letting her go into the world to explore 
what all it had to offer. He hadn’t liked the idea of her just wandering off, like some death- 
wishing bard, but she had made good points when she put her argument to him. On top of 
that, Jaskier had promised to tag along and watch out for her. And he knew Yen was always 
watching, on top of things, when it came to Ciri. Ciri was also the only child she would ever 
have. 


“I’m sorry,” She softens immediately and chastises herself for jumping the gun. “Where is 
yer daughter?” 


Hearing someone else call Ciri his daughter makes him squirm. Not in uncomfortability, but 
due to the fact he enjoys it. “She’s around. Traveling with a friend.” He doesn’t want to be so 
vague with her, but he really doesn’t know, and for a moment he hates that he doesn’t know 
where she is. “So you explained the Fox School’s insane methods... What does this have to 
do with finding Aobhnait? Where has she gone?” 


She hates the idea of divulging so much to him, fearful of being vulnerable. But, she’s 
exhausting herself by beating around the bush and as she watches the sun begin to rise, she 
knows it might already be too late for her. “My mother found out about her. Hired someone 
to bring my daughter to her, the only person she trusts to get the job done.” 


“Who is that? Why does she want her so badly?” Geralt felt like his head might implode from 
the waterfall of information. 


“My father, Fachtna. And because - she doesn’t see her as a person, as her granddaughter. 
She sees her as property that needs to be returned to her.” Her hand tightens around her fist, 
knuckles going white. 


Geralt is all too familiar with parents seeing their children as nothing but property, something 
to be traded or bartered. He pushes the image of his own mother from his mind, he’d already 
made peace with that a long time ago. “Then we better go get her.” Geralt stands and brushes 
the forest floor from his ass, extending his hand to Aoibhinn to help her up. She turns to head 
towards Rust but Geralt grabs her and pulls her to his chest, wrapping his arms around her. 
She doesn’t struggle, simply sinks into his embrace, surprising them both. Geralt puts his lips 
to her ear and whispers softly, “We'll get her back, Aoibhe.” She nods, unsure if she trusts 
her voice at the moment. 
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Chapter Eight 


They make it to the coast of Cintra in just under four days. They move quietly through most 
of their journey, each of them mindlessly barreling forward on their steeds. When it comes 
time to rest and water the horses, or to sleep; they try their best to make small talk but it all 
seems hollow. Aoibhinn is lost in thought as she watches the sky pass, trepidation and 
determination playing across her features in equal measure. Geralt can’t bring himself to 
disturb her thoughts, and so he says nothing to prod her. 


The small town they arrive at seems nearly abandoned aside from the sounds of a working 
dock nearby. As they travelled, Aoibhinn had picked up the two familiar scents of her father 
and daughter. The trail has led them here and Geralt can’t help but wonder what they could 
possibly be doing here, if they even still are. 


“T can’t smell them anymore. Not over the stench of the docks, fuck .” She stands with her 
hands on her hips in contemplation, boot kicking at the loose dirt of a well used path. She 
turns and spots a run-down bar. “Let’s start there,” she points and begins making her way, 
boots marching forward with brazen determination. Geralt follows her in and sees a cramped 
interior, the floors in front of the door are covered in scraped off gull shit, the smell assaulting 
them. There are two old men seated at a tall bar, and a woman drifting about the tables, 
gathering dirty ale cups and swatting at flies with a rag. 


“Can I help you?” The woman looks up at them, the smile not fading when she meets their 

gaze. One of her eyes is completely clouded over and milky white. She steps behind the bar 
and before the two Witchers have time to approach, one of the elderly men leans to her and 
whispers not too quietly, ‘ Witchers .’ 


“Aye, we are.” Aoibhinn bites out and glares at the man until he sits back and goes back to 
his drink. “I’m looking for another Witcher, an older man, large with black hair and beard. 
He’s travelling with a young woman, hair like mine.” 


The woman looks more intensely at her and Geralt, who’s standing just behind her. “There a 
reason you’re looking for ‘em?” Her expression is one of skepticism but Aoibhinn goes for it 
regardless. 


““She’s my daughter.” She breathes a sigh of release, trying to figure out how much she 
should divulge, how much she wants to divulge. “She was taken by the man I mentioned, a 
bad man. I just want to bring her home.” The truth is, Aobhnait’s home was with a family to 
the far north. Aoibhinn had encountered the family on a job before she got pregnant. They 
were a young couple and madly in love. They had just had their first child, a beautiful baby 
boy with blonde hair and dimples on both cheeks. He had been born with twisted legs, 
ensuring he would never walk unassisted. But nevertheless, the parents doted on him like he 
was a gift from the gods. 


When Aoibhinn had Aobhnait, she traveled with her for a while; trying to be a mother and a 
monster hunter at the same time. By the time her daughter was five, she realized that the life 
of a nomadic mercenary was no life for a child. She returned to the family up north and 
begged them to take her. She only had to ask once, they were all but thrilled to welcome her 
into the home, treating her as one of their own. 


Aoibhinn still returns a few times a year, always sure to bring the family coin and supplies. 
Once Aobhnait was old enough to understand, she sat her down to explain the entire 
situation. Her daughter gave no judgment for the choice she made, laid no blame or 
accusations at her feet. She simply stood and placed her lanky freckled arms around her 
mother’s neck and thanked her for always looking out for her. That had both broken and 
healed a piece of Aoibhinn’s heart. 


Aoibhinn can see an empathetic expression take over the bar owner's face. “They were in just 
a few hours ago, asking about hiring a small vessel to take them to the city of Cintra.” 
Aoibhinn nearly gags on the exhale of relief that leaps from her lungs. “Normally I wouldn’t 
say anything, but she looks just like you. I believe what you say about her being your child. 
To be honest...” She takes the battered half-full cups from the two elderly men at the bar and 
shoos them out. When the door closes on their asses, she turns back to the two Witchers 
again. “To be honest, the man she was with didn’t feel... right. When he put his hand on her 
shoulder I saw her flinch from him.” She gives an apologetic look to Aoibhinn, wondering if 
she should have mentioned that upon seeing the Witcher’s expression go sickly green. “I gave 
them the run-around, though.” She tries to paint a silver lining on the situation. “I told them 
they could find the captain here around sun-down. Lozzem runs a lot of goods between here 
and Cintra, and he usually has a few drinks here before passing out in that booth back there.” 
She nods towards the most secluded booth with her one good eye. “But I happen to know he 
isn’t in port tonight. He took a job moving some goods to Cidaris up north and won't be back 
for at least a month.” 


Aoibhinn reaches out to cup the woman's face, a thumb gently stroking the corner of her 
mouth. “Thank ye... What’s yer name?” 


The barkeep stalls, her eyes blown wide like a deer looking down the mouth of a bear. ““N- 
Nafra,” she stutters out. Geralt watches the half-blind tavern owner go slack-jawed at the 
touch and he empathizes all too well. He knows how disarming her touch can be, especially 
when you don’t see it coming. 


“Thank you Nafra.” Aoibhinn’s tone is soft and nurturing, as if she’s coaxing a fearful animal 
out of it’s corner. “Can I ask a favor of ye?” 


Nafra nods a bit too enthusiastically, a soft and genuine smile spreading across her face like 
wax slowly dripping down a candle and across a table-top, the smile lines around her mouth 
and eyes intensifying with the motion. Aoibhinn pulls the woman to the side of the bar, 
gently tugging her against her own body as if to say ‘I’ve got you’. Her lips meet Nafra’s ear 
and she speaks softly as a hand lazily reaches up and strokes at a bit of black hair that hangs 
in her face. 


Geralt watches the two of them exchange words and a few encouraging smiles, trying his best 
not to use his Witcher senses to listen in on what’s being said. Something about the intimate 
exchange makes him a tad-bit jealous but he buries it down deep, not wanting to confront 
those feelings just yet, or possibly ever. 


He knows he can’t be jealous of the barkeep. Aoibhinn isn’t his to claim, not when he still 
has Yennefer. How can he be jealous when he himself isn’t exclusive? He dashes the feeling 
against the rocks of his mind and clears his head. 


The two women part, their bodies peeling away from one another. Geralt can’t fight the 
furrow in his brow as the female Witcher comes to stand at his side once more. “Did you 
work something out?” Geralt does a decent job of keeping the edge from his voice, but he 
notices that Aoibhinn squints at him ever-so-slightly, clearly picking up on something, but 
saying nothing. Js she enjoying torturing me? 


“She said that she would help us ambush Fachtna. There’s a small back room where we can 
wait in hiding until they get here.” She fidgets slightly at a strap on her leather torso, unsure 


of herself. Geralt doesn’t like the look of uncertainty on her face and has to fight the urge to 
hold and reassure her. Now isn’t the time. 


“When should he be here?” He gives her an intent look, not wanting to detract from what 
they came here to do with his emotions. He looks back at Nafra and finds himself warmed by 
the smile on her face. Aoibhinn had that effect on people and he couldn’t blame the woman 
for enjoying the taste of honey straight from the comb. 


“Sometime after dusk she thinks, I want ta be hidden away well before that just in case he 
comes early. Can I ask ye ta do something for me, Geralt?” She looks troubled, her face 
slightly taught in contemplation. 


“Anything. As I already said, I’m at your disposal. A second sword on your back.” He can’t 
help the concerned look that slips past his mask, but only for a second. 


Aoibhinn takes his hand, not sure if this is something she should ask of him. She decides to 
pull him towards a narrow booth, asking Nefra over her shoulder for two ales. They take a 
seat with drinks set before them and Aoibhinn’s hand still holding Geralt’s, not wanting to let 
go. She can’t help but feel a little grounded when she touches him or is near him. She kicks 
herself internally for putting up such a huge fuss about him coming with her initially. She 
stands by her original reasoning, but she can’t help feeling like things would have been so 
much easier had she just accepted his help at the beginning. Maybe they would be a few more 
steps ahead by now instead of chasing her father across the continent. 


“T have a plan,” she starts softly, giving his hand a squeeze before dropping it to wrap her 
hands around her ale. “But, I need you to do something important. I don’t know if ll 
actually be able to save Aobhnait otherwise.” 


“Just say it Aoibhe.” He doesn’t smile, just gives her his best spit it out look. 


“T need you to find and grab Aobhnait and go.” She implores him with her eyes, the color of 
sand as the sun sets over it. 


He wants to argue, refuse, say that they can come up with another plan. But, he can see where 
she is going with this, and he sees the sense in it. He doesn’t want to leave her side but this 
isn’t about his feelings for her. Feelings that he still can’t figure out. Reluctantly, he agrees. 
“Tl do it.” 


The relief hits her like a waterfall, pounding into her muscles and soothing away the tension. 
She feels the sting of tears behind her eyes, but she nips at the inside of her lip to bring 
herself into focus. “Thank ye Geralt.”’ She can see him falter at the use of his name in her 
subdued tone. His little smiles haven’t gone unnoticed, the glints in his eye the last few times 
that she’s used it. But, that’s not what she sees this time. He seems resigned, an expression of 
understanding but she can tell he’s trying to distance himself. Before she can dwell on the 
small piece that breaks away from her heart at the sight of it, she continues. Aobhnait 
demands her full attention. “Fachtna won’t bring her with him. He’ll leave her behind as he 
tries to conduct his business. I will stay here, confront him. But, I need ye to track his scent 
back the way he came and find where he’s stashed her. And then.. I need ye ta run Geralt, run 
as fast as ye fooken can. Don’t look back, don’t come for me, just go.” 


“Where do I go?” His monotone voice is quiet as he does his best to school his features and 
rein in his emotions. 


“T don’t know,” she sighs. Her head hangs down, her hand going to her forehead to support 
the weight of it. She clenches her fist and begins to bring it down hard on the table but stops 
short, flattening her palm against it instead and digging her nails in. “You can’t bring her 
back to her family,” Aoibhinn’s heart breaks a little when she says ‘her family’. “Bring her 
someplace safe, somewhere a Witcher won’t think to look.” 


“T can bring her to-” She holds her hand up to stop him. 


“Don’t tell me, just in case. In case I can’t beat him. I don’t want him to try and force it out of 
me where you’ve gone. When you find her, tell her ‘slan a fhagail go sealadach’, shell know 
I sent you.” She makes him repeat it a few times, assuring that he has the pronunciation 
correct. 


Geralt takes her hand in his again, noting the deep gouges in the wood from her nails. “Why 
don’t you take her, and I’Il handle Fachtna?” 


“Ye can’t. He’s too strong, stronger than me.” Geralt balks at the statement, not believing it 
for a moment. She is a Titan, unstoppable and a force to be reckoned with. 


“T don’t buy that. How can he be stronger than you?” 


She can’t take time to appreciate the fact that he didn’t question her calling him weak, but 
that he questioned her calling herself weak. She files it away for later. “I don’t think we have 
time to explain that, but just trust me when I say I have a better chance. If for no other reason 
than I know him, how he thinks.” 


That confuses Geralt a little, and so he risks asking. “He stuck around, then? After you were 
born? I didn’t think that the male Witchers you took to bed did that.” 


She nods but she doesn’t want to talk about it, about him . The truth is that he terrifies her. 
He’s a fucking monster and just saying his name make it feel as if her guts are coiling around 
her spine. “I’m sorry, Geralt. I can’t. I can’t talk about him.” He nods but she can tell he’s 
hurt at being left out of the loop. She takes one of her potions from her belt and hands it to 
him without meeting his eyes. “Take this, it’ll help. Drink it now, it should last a few hours.” 


“What is it?” He pops the cork and drinks the lavender liquid before she can answer. It has 
the consistency of oil and he has to fight his gag reflex. The taste isn’t unpleasant though, a 
hint of juniper that sends a pang through his heart. 


“Something my grandmother taught me, a recipe passed down through the generations. I 
tweaked it to last longer while in training. I call it Elixir of the Titans.” She pulls another one 
out and gulps it down as he admires the apt name. 


There’s a pregnant pause between them. He feels the urge to stop this like an erupting 
volcano in his chest. He wants to reach out to her, hold her, and never let her go. He battles 
internally with a thought on the tip of his tongue, knowing if he says it then it’s real. He bites 
it back because he doesn’t want to burden her, guilt her into doing something that might 
endanger her daughter. But, sound judgment was never his strong suit, and so he blurts it out 
without meaning to “I don’t want to leave you.” He stares across the table at her, willing her 
with all of his might to meet his gaze. 


She licks the remaining oily liquid from her lips and looks at him from under her blonde 
lashes. “And I don’t want my daughter ta be dragged to that horrid place of nightmares.” The 
words are slightly bitter and Geralt forces himself not to flinch at them. He has to bite the 
inside of his lip to keep the slew of curses from escaping. Not directed at her, of course, but at 
himself for being such a colossal idiot and saying it. 


Geralt chooses not to push it, trying to remember how he moved heaven and hell for Ciri. 
“Tl find her and help her, I promise.” He hates making a promise that he might not be able to 
keep, but he’Il be damned if he leaves her here second guessing her faith in him. He knows 
they don’t have much time, either. The sun is beginning to set and he needs to find a good 
place to stay hidden and keep watch. 


He knows he should leave now but he can’t seem to move from his seat. This might be the 
last time he sees her and there’s so much he wants to say and ask, so much he wants to do to 
her. Taking a risk; he leans across the table, grabbing her by the nape of the neck and kissing 
her all consumingly. It’s only the second time their lips have met and the sensation sends a 
torrent of fire through his veins. He doesn’t miss the small moan escaping her lips, like a 
draft blowing through the forest and rustling the leaves. 


The first kiss had been quick and passionate, but it had been during their fight when they had 
swapped swords. It had been a play to distract and disorientate him on her part, successfully 
he might add. 


This kiss is different, it’s day and night. The kiss before had been almost like a welcoming 
greeting, egging him on and daring him to pursue her. This kiss is a heartbreaking goodbye 
kiss by comparison, the taste of sorrow on both of their lips. He digs his fingers into her neck, 
pulling her into him more forcefully, their teeth practically clacking together. He holds her 
there for what feels like eons before softening enough that they can both inhale. He moves to 
pull his hand from her neck and release her but she clutches at it, keeping it on her neck. Her 
tongue darts out and leaves a wet trail along his lower lip. She kisses him back then with 
more fervor, an assured hand moving up his bearded jaw to hold them both steady. 


He risks opening his eyes, wanting to see her. A small tear makes a path down her cheek. He 
hates that he does, but he feels a tinge of remorse in kissing her. He doesn’t want to regret it 
because something about her lips on his just feels right; but he knows he’s hurting her more 
in this moment than he ever could with his arsenal of weapons. 


He pulls away then, touching his forehead to hers lightly and screwing his eyelids shut. A 
sharp inhale from her as they part is the last that he can handle. He stands, refusing to look at 
her, and dashes out the door. 


Aoibhinn watches him leave as her chest tightens, eyeing the green ribbon tied to the hilt of 
his silver sword. She takes a moment to let another piece of her heart splinter and fall away. 
“Goodbye... My White Wolf.” They are words for her ears only. 


Nafra stands fidgeting by the bar. Having gone unnoticed, she watches the hushed exchange. 
She can’t see very well, but she knows a final goodbye when she sees one and her heart 
breaks for the two. She brings another ale to Aoibhinn and sets it on the table as she slides 
into the seat beside the Witcher. She places a warm and weathered hand on Aoibhinn’s back 
and rubs small circles. The red haired woman falls apart instantly, her head falling into 
Nafra’s chest. Nafra says nothing as Aoibhinn sobs into her shirt, tears soaking the fabric and 
wetting her chest. After a few minutes of inconsolable weeping, she sniffs loudly and rights 
herself. Nafra hands her the cleanest rag in the building to wipe her face, and she takes it with 
a whispered thanks. 


“T’m so sorry,” Aoibhinn says, embarrassment coloring her freckled cheeks at the scene she’s 
just made. 


“T have two daughters. It’s a small town and you can probably imagine the slim pickings of 
worthy men around here. On top of the cross over; every one of the young-folk have dated 
everyone of their preferred sex at least twice. Heartbreak is a monthly occurrence in my 
home.” 


“T don’t understand it, we hardly even know one another.” The tears are all but dried now and 
her breathing is returning back to normal. “One day he just popped out of nowhere, 
surprising me in the woods. Followed me home like a lost puppy and I’ve been trying ta 
shake him ever since, but he doesn’t let up, following me across the continent.” She can’t 
help the way the corner of her lip kicks up a bit at the memory of him following her like a 
stray, refusing to be turned away. 


“You’re allowed to love in different ways. There’s really no wrong way to do it. Some people 
take a long time to realize they love one another, and those loves are special because they 
take time and have a foundation built on shared memories. But, some people love hard and 
fast. Those loves are special too because they change you radically and drastically. One day 


the world is one way, and the next, it’s another.” Aoibhinn looks at the one-eyed barkeep 
incredulously. Nafra smiles warmly. “It’s exciting and scary to scale the cliff, but it’s also 
exciting and scary to leap from it.” 


The words hit Aoibhinn like a thunderbolt and she momentarily wonders if she’s doing the 
right thing. But, she shakes the doubt from her head. Right now her focus has to be on her 
daughter, that is the love that matters right now. Maybe... Maybe if she can survive this she 
will get a chance to jump from the cliff. “Thank you Nafra.” Aoibhinn grabs the woman's 
hand and gives it a gentle squeeze before asking to see the back room. 
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Geralt practically breaks the door as he exits the tavern. He makes it about thirty steps before 
the sounds of Aoibhinn sobbing pierce his ears. The sound hits him square in the chest and he 
halts in his steps. He hunches over, hands on his knees as he tries to steady himself. Why the 
fuck did I kiss her, he asks himself. He thinks about how much is on her plate at the moment 
and wants to scream at his thoughtlessness. 


Eventually, the cries slow and stop, letting Geralt breathe at last. 


He straightens his back and continues, scanning the area, trying to find a good place to stake- 
out the tavern. A few people mill about the town, heading home after a long day’s work. He 
spots a derelict building that’s within eyesight of the tavern and checks around before 
pushing open a back door and making his way inside. 


The place is crawling with rodents and smells of rancid fish and urine. A few fish and rat 
bones lie in chaotic piles along the walls and the crates left behind seem almost as if they are 
melting from the putrid conditions. He would give anything to smell Aoibhinn’s scent at the 
moment. 


A vivid image flashes before him; Aoibhinn lying on top of him, deep in slumber, her violent 
curls raining over his face as he inhales the scent of uprooted grass and juniper berries. His 
hand cupping her ass to keep her from shifting off of him and her hand resting lazily on his 
scarred chest. The sensation of falling pulls him from his hallucinations and he chastises 
himself. 


“Get your shit together,” he grumbles to himself, not liking the way his voice sounds choked 
to his own ears. 


He spots a window across the large room and stalks towards it, rubbing away some grime 
from the glass so that he can see better. He leans reluctantly against the oily wall and 
watches, waiting for Fachtna to make his appearance. It should be any moment now, the 
orange and golden hues are nearly gone from the sky; deep shades of purple and indigo 
overtaking them. 
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Aoibhinn sits awkwardly in the small storage room, giving up on trying to actually be 
comfortable with her beast of a blade strapped to her back. Nafra did her best to make space 
for her to sit, but Aoibhinn had stopped her from removing crates from the backroom, not 
wanting anything to possibly give away her plot. The half-blind barkeep had shut the door 
quietly, making sure to leave it cracked a smidge so that Aoibhinn could hear and see better. 
The Witcher had slipped Nafra her entire coin pouch before she shut the door, leveling an 
angry glare at her when she tried to decline. “This is for the damages I’m about to cause to 
your establishment.” 


Ten minutes pass and Aoibhinn knows it’s got to be about dusk now. A few people have 
streamed into the bar, ordering their usual post-work ales and finding their usual seats as they 
chat amongst themselves. 


She had wanted to tell Nafra not to let anyone in, so as to not put anyone in danger. But, if 
Fachtna walks into an empty bar, he would immediately be on guard. It needs to look real. 
And, unfortunately, that means there might be some casualties. She makes peace with that, 
knowing that it’s all worth it to save her flesh and blood, her Little Flame. She would burn 
whole kingdoms down to the bedrock if it meant saving her daughter, and she will never 
apologize for that. 


As the seconds creep by, Aoibhinn stands - her hand on the hilt at her back - ready to bust 
through the door and come out swinging. Electricity sparks through her fingers and toes, the 
hairs on her limbs standing on end. She readies herself for what she will have to do in order 
to defeat the man who impregnated her demon of a mother. 


Finally, she hears the door push open slowly. All of the previous patrons had barged in, no 
cause for concern or trepidation, so the sound of the gentle entry electrifies Aoibhinn. She 
can’t see the door from where she lies in wait, but she would put all of her coin on her father 
- if she had any. For a while, she sees and hears nothing. The anxiety bites at her flesh and 
she has to bite the inside of her cheek to ground herself. The taste of her own blood flits 
across the back of her tongue as she hears the sound of a thick piece of wood slamming into 
place. 


Fuck. All of the hot and anxious sweat that covers her skin turns icy-cold with panic as she 
realizes the newcomer has barred the door. He knows I’m here. 


If she was being honest with herself, she knew her plan wouldn’t work. Fachtna had helped 
train her as a child, and while she learned so much from him... she could never learn his cold 
and calculating heart. Her bastard of a father was ice incarnate. He had once caught her 
getting a bit too friendly with one of the other girls in her class and as a show of power; he 
invited her and the girl to dinner. 


It was under the guise of celebrating their progress, as they had both been the top two in their 
class. Aoibhinn had been overjoyed at the idea of being able to have a friend, at having her 
father accept and encourage it behind her mothers back. He had made her promise to keep it a 
secret from her mother. 


He told Aoibhinn that she should cook dinner, as it was her friend joining them. She had 
made a lovely game-hen and a side of vegetables she had picked herself along with a hibiscus 
tea she spent all week preparing. When the night finally came, she served her friend and her 
father, pouring their drinks and making their plates. She couldn’t understand then, why her 
friend's face started to change color, bloating around the jawline. She panicked, thinking that 
her friend was choking, so she did her best to clear her airways - but to no avail. Her friend 
died in her arms with a look of hatred as she stared at Aoibhinn and breathed her last breath. 


“And what have we learned?” Fachtna asks. 


The tiny Witcher wails, not understanding why her father isn t helping her. “Athair!” she 
calls out for him to save her friend. “Please!” 


“Had you used your senses like I taught you, you would have smelled the oleander in her 
tea.” He wipes his mouth with a napkin before placing it back on his knee. “The hen is really 
delicious, darling. You’ve outdone yourself.” His tone is metallic, lacking any and all 
emotion. 


Aoibhinn looks wide-eyed at her father, unable to absorb the situation as she holds her 
swollen and discolored friends corpse. “Why...” Itchy hot tears fall freely from her eyes, her 
small mouth turning down into a scowl. 


Aoibhinn had to bury her friend in secret, Fachtna telling her that if the body was found, she 
would be to blame. “Get used to burying those that you care about,” he had told her as he 
handed her the shovel and left her to it. 


“Come out, Beautiful.” His voice nails her feet to the floor. Her fist tightens around the hilt of 
her sword until she feels like her fingers might break under the pressure. 
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Geralt watches the cloaked figure push softly into the bar, stooping to avoid the frame. It 
doesn’t take a lot of deduction on his end to realise that this is the guy. He waits a moment 
before pushing back out the door he entered through, crouching low as he moves to the bar. 
He picks up the scent easily enough; it's a mixture of spiced oil and ash. It’s musky and acidic 
in his nose, not unpleasant but something about it makes Geralt’s stomach sink marginally. 


He dares to listen in at the door for a moment before following the trail, desperate to hear his 
Little Fox berate him with her sword. Instead though, he hears the heavy wooden beam used 
to lock the door slide into place with a rather loud thud. 


His heart constricts beneath the ribs in his chest and he wonders if he should do something. 
He wants to kick in the door and rescue her, help her. He has to take a deep breath, reminding 
himself once more of his mission. He takes a moment to close his eyes and really focus, 
using his sense to feel out for Aoibhe. His nostrils flare at the scent of her pure panic, he can 
practically feel her shaking. 


He hears Fachtna speak then, “Come out, Beautiful.” The voice is huskier than he might have 
imagined, like that of coals on a dying fire. Geralt has to shake himself free of the trance he’s 
in, telling himself that there’s nothing he can do for her unless he wants to break his promise. 


He follows the scent of him, moving as quickly as he can through the dimming night. The 
sparse buildings offer little coverage, but luckily there is no one really around to see him. He 
weaves in and out of narrow alleys and around small paddocks. The scent carries him out of 
town and into the surrounding meadow to the south. Geralt halts once he begins to enter the 
tall grass, the trail becoming a huge maze of scent and prints. 


“Mother fucker.” Fachtna has clearly confused the trail on purpose, backtracking and walking 
in circles. Geralt carefully makes his way through the twisted path, trying to find a shortcut to 
where the other Witcher entered the meadow. He closes his eyes and casts everything from 
his mind, finding clarity. When he opens them once more, it’s as if everything is moving in 
half-time. He casts his gaze to the treeline, scouring it for any sign. There seems to be a large 
cluster of scent a couple hundred yards away. Geralt B-lines to it, finding a patch of warmth 
still on the ground at the center of the smell of oil and ash. “So you sat here and waited...” 
Geralt sits on the patch of warmth and casts his gaze towards the town. “Did you see us from 
here?” In the dark, it’s hard to tell but he concludes that he couldn’t see the bar from here... 
but might have seen them enter town from the road. “Does he know I’m here?” 


He decides that it’s a moot point now. Rising from the ground, he continues on the trail, 
weaving in and out of trees and underbrush. He feels like he’s been tracking the scent for 
miles through the dark, moving at an increasingly quick pace the longer he goes. Finally, he 
catches a whiff of something familiar, something comforting. Juniper berries. He smiles, the 
scent takes on a plum-colored hue in his mind, breathing and swirling around him. He takes 
the scent immediately, practically sprinting towards her, thorny vines nipping at his boots and 
pants. 


I’m coming for you, Aobhnait. The scent grows stronger as he nears its source. It doesn’t take 
long for him to come to the abandoned shack in the woods. Vines grow wild up the structure, 
nearly obscuring it from the human eye. Boarded up windows keep him from seeing inside, 
but he can sense a body inside. 


He kicks in the door without hesitation, no second thought. It slams down to the floor as it 
comes off of it’s hinges. He’s so focused on getting to her, he doesn’t hear the tinkling chime 
of his Witcher’s medallion before it’s too late. A sigil lights on the ground beneath him, the 
Yrden sign drawn in the center. 


He’s thrown back on his ass, slamming into a tree ten yards away. He feels as if every tendon 
in his body has been snapped by the brute force of it. He can feel blood dripping from every 
orifice on his face. The high-pitched ringing in his ears silences everything around him and 
he feels as if he’s about to lose consciousness. His head lulls back against the tree and his 
eyes flutter ever so slightly. He manages to pull himself back, blinking away the red tears 
streaming out the corners of his eyes. He groans, barely audible to his own ears, and tries to 
stand. A gentle hand on his shoulder keeps him from rising and he fights the pain in his head 
to look for who’s pushing him down. Staring down at him are familiar eyes, bright verdant 
green with rings of heavenly gold around the iris. J know those eyes . 
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Aoibhinn does her best to steel herself, forcing the tremors in her extremities to cease 
immediately. She argues that she’s Aoibhinn Fooken Siorain , and she won’t be intimidated 
by this vile slime of a fuck. She takes a deep breath, reminding herself of what’s at stake. She 
pushes the door open slowly, but with purpose. Fachtna is standing in front of the now-locked 
front door, removing his cloak and tossing it over a high stool. There is no expression on his 
heavily scarred face as he’s yet to make eye contact with his daughter. His thick black hair, 
more grey than black now, has a gentle wave to it, a small curl hanging over his forehead. It’s 
longer than when she last saw him, a bit thinner at the temples. His thick brows are divided in 
multiple places due to so many of the scars running through them. His prominent nose sits a 
bit crooked on his face due to the many breaks. None of it detracts from his stoic 
handsomeness. His broad shoulders nearly hide the door behind him, his head almost 
reaching the ceiling. He’s easily five inches taller than her, a bear of a man, his full grey 
streaked beard adding to the likeness. 


“Hello my Beautiful.” He meets her eyes finally with a small curl on his lip. They are a pale 
tan with the unmistakable golden ring around the outside that marks him as a Witcher of The 
Fox School. She hated her mother, but she wishes she had her green eyes instead of the eyes 
of this monster. 


“Ya knew I’d come fer her.” His eyebrow kicks up in amusement at that. “I’m never going ta 
let her ‘ave her.” 


He runs a hand through his thick hair, smoothing the curl back out of his face. “I knew ya 
would, but I do ‘ave ta say... I’m surprised ye brought a friend. The White Wolf no less. 
Color me impressed.” 


She doesn’t let her face give anything away, but her heart sinks. If he knows, then there’s no 
way he didn’t take the proper precautions before coming here. He can see Geralt isn’t here, so 
he knows that he’s gone for her daughter. And he’s much too calm. Hopefully, Geralt can 
handle whatever comes at him. He has to. She says nothing in response, knowing full well he 
loves to hear himself talk. 


“Don’t worry, I don’t think mah little sigil will kill‘em, but it will incapacitate him long 
enough for me ta take care of you and make it back in time ta dispose of him before he comes 
around.” His hand rests on the pommel of the sword at his hip in a seemingly non-threatening 
gesture. 


Her stomach drops. Fachtna’s sigils were nothing to scoff at, their strength were unmatched 
back at Kaer Siorai. If he overestimates Geralt, even a little, the trap he set might blow Geralt 
to pieces. “Don’t think he can be taken out that easily, ye bastard.”’ She thanks the fucking 
sky above that she had sense enough to make Geralt drink the elixir earlier. 


“You think that even if he finds her, she will follow him?” He takes a step forward towards 
the bar and silently motions to Nafta to fetch him an ale. “You think she’! trust him over her 
own Grandfather?” 


His familial language snaps something in her. Heat creeps from the base of her spine and 
invades her chest, washing away the fear that freezes her. “Ye are fooken nothing ta her!”’ She 
pulls the sword out in one liquid motion and the entire bar shifts their focus to her. They had 
been quietly watching the exchange, but now they sit with stiff spines, eyeing the sword with 
cautious curiosity. “Ye are nothing to me, and Ill be damned if I let ye hurt her the way ye 
hurt me!” 


When she brandishes her sword, he doesn’t look at her, doesn’t even flinch. He simply takes 
the ale from Nafta and takes a long pull from his cup, swallowing quietly. “I am everything ta 
you, Beautiful. I am the steel in yer bones, the venom in yer blood. I am the very reason for 
yer strength. I made ye, and I can just as easily rectify that.” There’s a soft lilt to his tone, 
almost sing-songy. As if what he had given her is some gift she should be thankful for. 


“Ye did nothing but terrorize me ‘nd manipulate me. I’m not strong because of ye, I am 
fooken strong despite ye!” She kicks the table near her, toppling it and giving herself more 


room to move. She lunges forward then, sweeping the sword upward in a calculated motion. 
His sword belt falls to the floor and she continues her forward motion to bash her skull into 
his face. 


Just as she’s about to break his nose, close enough to smell the ale on his mustache, he flicks 
his wrist out and motions with his fingers. The Aard he casts shoots from his body like a bolt 
from a crossbow. It smashes into her face and chest, sending her reeling backwards. “I should 
‘ave spent more time teaching ye manners, child.” She spits a bit of blood at him, her teeth a 
barbaric shade of red. 


She has no time for his antagonizing comments. She has to beat him as soon as possible and 
find Geralt and Aobhnait. With all the power she can muster, she lunges up at him, the point 
of her sword aimed directly at his chest. In one swift flourish, he draws his smaller sword 
from his opposite belt and perries her lunge. His elbow meets her face, causing her to stagger 
back slightly. He goes to bring his sword down towards her shoulder but she brings her blade 
before her and blocks it. He tries to push through his advance but she doesn't give an inch to 
him. She pushes up and casts his blade away from her 


“Ye seem ta be losing yer edge, old man. Ever thought about retiring?” She knows the 
disrespect in her tone will disarm him and leave her an opening she desperately needs. 


She knows she has one advantage on Fachtna, and that is that he refuses to give into his rage. 
He’s one to constantly keep his composure. The only time she nearly beat him in her youth 
was when she let it all out. All of her rage and frustration. All of the hatred and venom he 
spoke of. She looks at Nafta for a split second and sees an expression of concern, but not for 
her. She recalls how she told her that Aobhnait flinched when Fachtna touched her. Could he 
have already damaged her, hurt her? The idea of his hands on her the way they had touched 
her melts through her disquiet like hot lead and vermillion floods her vision. 


She grabs the toppled over table and, lifting it with one strong arm, tosses it at Fachtna. As he 
dodges it, she casts Yrden on the floor below him. He slows dramatically, as if underwater. 
She lunges again, her right hand on the hilt of her sword and her left on the blade itself. She 
flexes her fingers around the blade, casting Igni and heating the silver to a blazing red before 
sinking it successfully into his clavicle. 


He screams out in pain as the massive sword sears through muscle and breaks through a few 
bones. She rips the sword out of him and tosses it, the blade scorching the wooden floor as it 


lies. She kicks him with her still-blood-stained boot square in the chest, knocking him prone. 
Mounting him across his massive barrel chest, she bites the glove from her hand and spits it 
to the side. The wicked grin on her face isn’t lost on Fachtna as he meets her gaze, his 
matching eyes twinkling with terror and something akin to pride. 


She reaches her four fingers into the wound, going as deep as she possibly can, all the way to 
her knuckles. He shouts out and the roar from him is deafening, fueling her ire further. With 
all of her strength, she attempts to pull the arm from his body with brute force alone. She 
succeeds in breaking the shoulder blade and the sound of wet meat tearing from bone sings to 
her in the most primal way. Blood spurts from the tortured wound and splatters across her 
face and chest. 


“Ye should have stayed the fook out of it.” She gives one last tug, leveraging all her strength 
against his shoulder as she pulls. She doesn’t quite rip the arm off like she had hoped, but 
there’s no way he’s ever going to be able to properly use this arm again, if he’s even able to 
salvage it after this. 


She watches with glee as his eyelids dance and he loses consciousness. She knows the wound 
won't kill him, not even as severe as it is. But, it will keep him from traveling for a bit. 
Standing and hovering over him, there is the very real temptation to slaughter him here and 
now. But, her mother would come after her with everything if she did. That gives her pause. 
Fachtna is her mother’s true love , whatever that means to her mother. Aoibhinn knows her 
mother uses him to do her dirty work. There had to be some truth to it though, she broke the 
biggest rule they have when she turned him into a Witcher with the methods of The Fox 
School. No man had ever gone through the Fox trials before that, but he was her childhood 
sweetheart , and he therefore got special treatment. 


Nafta clears her throat then, “Are you okay?” 


Aoibhinn looks at her and Nafta visibly recoils at the black inkiness that clouds her eyes. 
Seeing that cools her heart, like pouring ice-cold water over a burn. “I’m so sorry.” The black 
fog clears from her eyes and Nafta seems to unclench at the sight of their natural tawny color 
returning. “I'll...” She looks down at her father’s body. 


“Here.” The barkeep hands her a cup of ale. The entire bar looks on in horror as the bloody 
mountain of a woman, who’s eyes had gone black as night, chugs down a full cup of ale in 
three gulps. “Better?” 


Aoibhinn manages a meek smile as she sets the cup down in front of Nafta. “Much. Thank 
you. I'll get him out of here. I’m sorry for the table.” She reaches down to pick up the body at 
her feet and casts a cursory glance at the other patrons. Two of them are unconscious on the 
floor, having been laid out by Fachtna’s Aard sign. Most of the tables and stools are scattered, 
some broken. The windows are all shattered and there’s a small smoldering flame spreading 
in the floor from where she dropped her molten sword. “Fook.” She looks at Nafta who 
smiles and pats the coin on her hip that Aoibhinn had given her earlier. 


“No worries, hun. They’! live.” She focuses her one good eye on the two unconscious men 
and notes the rising and falling of their chests. “Yeah, they’re fine.” 


The smile seems genuine but Aoibhinn can’t help but feel like a burden. A burden to Nafta 
for ruining her bar. Even though she knows the coin she’s left is more than enough to 
completely rebuild the place and have enough left over to keep her and her family 
comfortable for months if not years. She feels like a burden to Geralt; who, without knowing 
her at all, decided to come with her and help save her beloved daughter from the clutches of 
her mother, burdening him with a child he doesn’t even know. And most of all, she feels like 
a burden to her daughter. Had she been born to anyone else, she might have had a chance at a 
normal life. If she had any other mother, she might actually grow up happy and safe. Because 
of Aoibhinn, Aobhnait will never be safe, never know rest or comfort. Her entire life might 
be spent on the run, spent looking over her shoulder. She tried so hard to keep her Little 
Flame safe, but in the end it might have been all for nothing. 


“You best be off, hun. Don’t want too many people coming around sniffing.” Nafta has come 
around the bar now and has a motherly hand on Aoibhinn’s shoulder. She looks down on the 
half-blind woman and wishes for a long beat that she had been her mother. She bets her life 
that her daughters are loved and cherished, respected by her at all costs. 


She reaches a hand out, cupping Nafta’s cheek. “Go raibh maith agat mo chara alainn.” 
Nafta’s brows pull together in confusion at the foreign language as Aoibhinn leans in and 
places a tender kiss to the corner of the woman’s lips. Nafta is blushing something fierce 
when she pulls away, utterly speechless. 


Aoibhinn plucks her sword from the burning hole in the floor and shucks it back into its 
scabbard. She crouches down and scoops the limp body at her feet and deadlifts it with ease. 
He might be markedly larger than her, but she is no dainty blossom. She tosses his form over 
her shoulder and walks to the door, lifting the wooden beam from its place across the door 


and setting it aside with one hand. The men look on in awe, as does Nafta, as the red-haired 
titan stalks out of the bar, refusing to stoop down to avoid hitting Fachtna’s head on the 
frame. 


Chapter End Notes 


In my head I wanted Fachtna to beat Aoibhinn.. but I can't do that to ya'll haha. I hope 
this chapter brought the feels for you as you read it like it did for me as I wrote it <3 


Reunion 


Chapter Summary 


Together at last, mother and daughter catch up. Aoibhinn wants to brutally maim 
Fachtna but Geralt has another idea. Also, SMUT INTENSIFIES. 


Chapter Notes 


An bhfuil aithne agat ar mo mhathair?: Do you know my mother? 
Mo lasair: My flame 


I would like to also give the meanings of the OC's various names. | did not google these 
until after I chose them just based off of how I thought they looked, but they all wound 
up being super fitting for each person. 

Aoibhinn: Beautiful - Aobhnait: Flame - Fachtna:Hostile/Malicious - Bridin: 
Strength/Exalted One 

Their last name/name of the fort is - Siorai: Eternal or perpetual 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Nine 


Geralt’s eyes widen in hysteria. Familiar virescent and gold eyes look back at him, haunting 
him. He remembers the vision he had before and it nearly knocks him back once again. Who 
had that woman been that had warned him to stay away, and why did this soft and child-like 
face look so much like her, so much like Aoibhinn. 


“Who are you? Where is my grandfather?” Her voice is more raspy than one might guess by 
looking at her cherub features. She has Aoibhinn’s upturned nose and full-face freckles. The 
same as the woman from that dream. Her wild flaming hair cascades down, framing her doe- 
eyes perfectly. It’s pulled over one side of her head from a deep side part, unlike Aoibhinn’s 
middle part. Her lips are slightly thinner than his Little Fox’s, but that could be because of 
her gentle smile that pulls them tight over her teeth. 


“Slan a fhagail go sealadach” Is all Geralt can say. He had been repeating it like a manta in 
his head up until now and he feels as if he executes the accent and lilt perfectly. 


The young girls head cocks to the side in... amusement? “An bhfuil aithne agat ar mo 
mhathair?” She gives a soft laugh at his confused face, the sound like a chime in the wind. 


“I’m not sure what you just said.” He shifts and tries to rise once more but her slender hand 
pushes him back down with more force than he expected from her. She looks no more than 
twenty and has a slender frame. He can see no muscle on her, but with Aoibhinn as her 
mother, he doesn’t second guess where her natural strength comes from. 


“T asked if you knew my mother, that is what she always says to me when she says goodbye.” 
She has none of Aoibhinn’s accent, more of a Kaedwen accent than anything. 


Geralt relaxes against the tree, allowing her to push him back finally. He watches intently as 
she looks him over, checking his ribs beneath his armor and wiping the blood from his face 
with a thin bit of fabric. “I know her, she sent me here to fetch you.” 


A heavy sigh of relief escapes the young girl’s lips. Her eye’s close as if in prayer. “I knew 
she would come for me.” She resumes her attentive check-up and finally stands, extending 
her hand to him. 


He takes it and let’s her pull him to his feet. She does it with such ease that he finds himself 
admiring her natural strength. As they both stand and stare at one another, he finds her eye’s 
on level with his. Shes taller than her mother? He dares to wonder what great oak of a man 
Aoibhinn lied with in order to make the child before him. He scoffs at the word, this was no 
child. This was a woman with a look as fierce as her mother. Her words were soft and polite 
before but her posture is that of a warrior, again like her mother. Reason begins to seep into 
his bones as he remembers why he’s come here. “We have to leave. Your mother is taking 
care of Fachtna so that we can escape.” 


Her dark brown brows pull together and her lips purse in defiance almost immediately. 
Definitely her mother *s child. “I’m not leaving until I’ve set eyes on Mathair.” He doesn’t 
need to speak the language to hear the word ‘mother’. 


“She told me to find you and run, take you somewhere safe. And that is what I intend to do. 
If you feel like fighting me, then do so. But, I am going to throw you over my shoulder and 
take you from this place whether you like it or not. I promised your mother.” Her brow 
pinches a bit further and Geralt prepares to snatch Aobhnait up in his arms and bolt. 


“You can try if you must, but I’m not leaving with you until I lay eyes on her.” Her hands go 
to her hips and her heel digs into the soil beneath her in defiance. 


A weary sigh weaves out from behind his teeth. Are they all so stubborn like this? He finds 
himself musing as his hands extend to grab her at the waist and hoist her over his shoulder. 

She slaps it away easily enough and then he suddenly realizes that there’s a knife at his ribs. 
He rolls his eyes. ““We have to go unless you want Fachtna to come back.” 


“T’m not afraid of him and I’m not afraid of you.” The blade he hadn’t seen before presses 
further into his ribs. He can’t help the affectionate chuckle that slips from his throat. 


Geralt reaches down and pushes her hand away, taking a half-step back from her. “Your 
mother is risking her life at the moment, giving me time to save you. I suggest you take the 


opportunity and come with me. We need to put as much distance between you and him as 
possible.” 


She sheaths the knife back into the folds of her skirt but her hand stays near the handle, ready 
to brandish it again should she need. “Like I said, I’m not afraid of him.” 


“Why is that?” From the way that Aoibhinn had reacted, he assumed that Fachtna was a 
formidable foe. So, why wasn’t this waif of a woman afraid of him? Could it just be her 
stubbornness? Was she so much like her mother that she would scoff at the open maw of a 
monster. 


She shrugs, as if it’s obvious. “I’m his granddaughter, he wouldn’t hurt me.” 


“Then why are you afraid of him?” He emphasizes the word, implying a different meaning. 
This causes her to flinch. Her lips set in a hard line of defiance. 


“T’m not!” There is a clear falter in her tone. As much as she wants to believe her own words, 
she doesn’t. She’s terrified of what the man is capable of. 


In one swift motion, Geralt goes for her again. This time when she pulls her knife, he’s ready. 
He grabs her wrist and twists gently, just until she drops the blade. He scoops her up and 
tosses her over his shoulder, stooping to pick the blade up before he starts back towards town. 


She kicks and screams at him, pounding her fists into his back. It hurts, but it’s not 
unbearable. He makes it to the clearing of the meadow before he puts her down onto her feet. 
“Are you going to be good, or do I have to tie you up until we get back to town?” 


She levels him with a glare and slaps him across the face. He probably could have stopped 
the strike, but he lets it happen. 


“Do you feel better?” 


“Not remotely.” She slaps him again. “If you ever dare to handle me like that again, III cut 
your ears from your head and eat them in front of you.” It’s not an idle threat and Geralt feels 
nothing but love and admiration for the young woman. 


“T won’t touch you again unless I think you’re being a dumbass.” He glares at her, his lantern 
eyes dancing with promise. 


She picks up her skirts and makes her way through the field that Geralt had made his way 
through earlier. He doesn’t have to lead her, she knows where she’s going. As they walk, he 
finds himself thinking more and more of Aoibhinn. He hopes to the skies above that she’s 
okay, but he has his doubts. She had seemed so terrified before, that he can’t be sure of much. 
Finally, they make it to the edge of town. The moon and stars light their way to a used dirt 
path that leads into town. 


“This way,” Geralt motions to the stables. He has every intention of loading her up onto 
Roach and taking off. 


She hesitates, scoping out the scene around her. Before he can stop her, she’s marching 
towards the bar where Aoibhinn had planned to confront Fachtna. 


“T don’t think that’s the best idea.” Geralt reaches for her but she dodges it easily. She begins 
to sprint to the structure, damn determined to find her mother, to lay eyes on her. 


When they reach the front door of the building, Aobhnait pulls softly on the handle but it 
doesn’t budge. She steps back, making her way around to the side so that she can inspect the 
place for a second entrance. As she does, the door swings open and Aoibhinn emerges with a 
slumped body over her shoulder. 


“Mhathair!” Aobhnait screeches and tackles her mother, long arms wrapping around the 
mountain of a woman with ease. 


“Mo lasair!” Her mother drops the body over her shoulder as if it’s a sack of grain. “Are you 
okay?” She pulls her daughter away and examines her. Finding no scratch on her, her eyes lift 
to Geralt. She says nothing to him but her eyes scream out praise and thanks. She pulls 
Aobhnait back to her and hugs her as if she might blow away on the wind 


“T’m okay mother,” her eyes dart to the bundle at her feet. “Is that him? Grandpa?” 


The dark look that overtakes Aoibhinn is something truly terrifying. “He is not your 
grandfather.” Her words cut through the warm reunion like a Witcher's silver blade through a 
monster. 


Aobhnait manages to look sheepish. “I know he hurt you, but he’s been mostly kind to me. 
Maybe he’s changed?” There’s genuine hope in her voice. 


Her mother’s face softens as she stoops, making herself even smaller than her daughter. “I 
know ye want to believe that. I don’t blame you. But ye don’t understand, child. And I hope 
that ye never do.” Her fingers lace with those of her daughters, but Aobhnait doesn’t return 
the familial hold. 


“Tt was just nice to have a family for a moment.” She looks down to the dirt clod she’s toeing 
with her boot. “I love you, and I’m not saying that you aren’t enough for me. But, I 
desperately want to know my family. You’ve kept them so far from me.” 


Aoibhinn puts a finger under her daughter’s chin and lifts her gaze to meet hers. “You know 
why, Little Flame. I’ve told you some of the stories. I promise ye that they have not grown 
softer in their combined eight-hundred years. They tortured and ruined me, and the last thing 
I want is for ye to experience the same.” Her thumb stokes her daughter's cheek. “This is for 
the best, I promise.” 


Aobhnait nods and tries to smile, but no ounce of it reaches her eyes. “I’m sorry Mama.” She 
kisses her mother’s forehead tenderly. 


Geralt feels almost embarrassed - having witnessed such an intimate moment between mother 
and daughter. But before he can walk away and give them their space, a pair of bear arms 


wrap around his torso. “What’s this?” The question is velvet leaving his lips, unsure if he’s 
allowed to speak. 


“Thank ye so much, for everything.” Her nose nudges his neck and he feels a familiar heat 
rise through his spine, staking claim to his throat. 


“It wasn’t a problem.” He turns and pulls her arms from his body, holding her at a small 
distance. “I did what you asked, what I promised.” 


A knife twists somewhere in her gut as she takes in Geralt’s expression. She knows what he’s 
thinking before he even does. “You don’t have to go just because she’s safe.” Her smile is 
soft - her petal lips tugging upwards and deepening her smile lines, causing some of her 
freckles to disappear. 


“At this point I’d just be a burden.” Geralt drops her hands, trying to create as much space 
between them as he can. “I don’t have any right to stay.” 


“Who says?” A wolfish grin threatens to make its way to her eyes and lips but she fights it 
down. 


His brows quirk upwards. “What?” 


“Who says ye have no right. Who descended from the heavens and decreed it?” She parrots 
his own words back at him. “She’s still not safe.” 


Aobhnait speaks up then. “Are you bringing me home?” 


Aoibhinn’s stomach flips. She had begun this search by tracking her from the house she was 
raised in. When she had arrived there, it was nothing but murder and mayhem. Both her 
foster mother and father had been eviscerated. As for the son... She can’t bring herself to let 
the memory to the forefront of her mind. Fachtna was growing more callous with the years. 
“Ye can’t go back there, Little Flame. It’s no longer safe.” 


Aobhnait steps back, nearly furious. “But... That’s my home!” Her eyes dart once more to 
the limp body on the ground. “I want to go back home!” She’s nearly hysterical. “I want to go 
back to Osart!” The name of the boy she grew up with as a brother slams out of her mouth. 


Her mother considers for a moment how to break the news that they're dead, that the home 
and the family she grew to love is no longer. Aobhnait must see the anguish on her face 
though, because she falls to her knees with a loud sob shuddering her shoulders. “I’m so 
sorry, my Little Flame. Had I known...” 


“What? If you had known, then what? Would have you kept me with you, or come to my 
rescue? Was there anything at all that you could have done to avoid this aside from never 
birthing me?” There’s no anger in her voice, just profound misery and regret. “They are dead 
because of me. Anywhere I go, people will die.” 


Aoibhinn crouches to her daughter’s level and a motherly hand flutters over her shoulders for 
a moment, unsure if she should touch her. After a beat though, she puts her hand through her 
hair and pulls her to her chest. “Mah love, they’re not dead ‘cause of you. They are gone 
because that bastard chose to take his cruelty further than needed, like he always does. 
Nothing that has happened or will happen could ever make me regret bringing you into this 
world. Ye are the best part of me, maybe the only good thing I ever did. I’m so sorry this 
happened, but I promise I will murder anyone who dares to try and take you from me again.” 
She winces at her own words, maybe she could have left that last bit out. But she doesn’t shy 
from the truth of it. 


“Where can I go?” Her cries are gentle, as if she’s too defeated to let the anger rip through 
her. Aoibhinn wonders where her child got her gentle nature, because it sure as shit wasn’t 
from herself or her father. She smiles as tears threaten, knowing it was Osart. 


Aoibhinn doesn’t have an answer, she hadn’t thought she’d make it out of that fight alive, let 
alone so unscathed. She looks up to where Geralt is standing quietly, his chrome eyes staring 
into her but still so far away. He speaks after a second, “I can bring you to Kaer Morhen. It’s 
where I was raised. It’s up north in Kaedwen.” 


Aobhnait lets out a fluttering laugh, but the sound is hollow. “All the way here just to go right 
back.” She turns her head again to look at the still body lying on the ground. “What are you 


going to do about him?” She turns to her mother, her eyes still puffy. 


Aoibhinn can tell that her daughter’s mind is going at the speed of lightning, waves of 
emotions washing over her. She doesn’t want to say anything to make her hysterical, but 
she’s never lied to her once and doesn’t plan on starting now. “I can’t kill ‘em. As much as I 
want to, that would bring even more shyte raining down on us. Our best bet is to make sure 
we can put as much distance between him and us.” 


“We should move from here.” Geralt speaks up, stepping close and eyeing around him, 
noticing a few people stopping to stare at the scene. “Come on.” He lifts Fachtna’s limp form 
and begins to walk out of town. Aoibhinn takes her daughter’s hand and they make their way 
behind Geralt. 


Once they are out of town, Geralt picks up his pace, eager to rid himself of the burden tossed 
over his shoulder. Aobhnait leans into her mother’s hold and whispers, “He’s handsome.” 


She can’t tell if Geralt heard that, but she chooses not to care. In a much louder voice she 
says, “He is, isn’t he.” She squeezes her daughter around the waist in a half hug, tempted to 
lift her off the ground and spin her. “(How have you been, did he hurt you?” 


“No, he didn’t. He was every ounce a gentleman. But...” She looks down before casting her 
gaze to meet her mothers eyes. She’s taller than her mother but she still looks child-like as 
she looks down at her. 


“But what, child?” A small thread of fear winds its way around her heart. “What happened?” 


The taller woman brings her free thumb to her teeth and gnaws a bit at the skin around her 
nail. “I could tell everything was a lie. The words were too sweet, too perfect and promising. 
He told me he was taking me home, that my grandmother was waiting eagerly to meet me. 
He said I would be safe so long as I came with him... willingly. But that seemed more of a 
threat than reassurance.” 


None of Aoibhinn is surprised. “Fachtna is a snake, worth his weight in venom. His way has 
always been double handed. With one hand, he soothes and purrs. With the other he brutally 


punishes and torments. Nothing about him is safe. But I promise, he’ll never touch you 
again.” She leans over and kisses Aobhnait’s wild curls, inhaling her sweet and calming 
scent. Sunshine on an autumn afternoon. “Geralt and I will keep you safe.” 


“Ts that his name?” She gives her mother a devious side-eye. When Aoibhinn only smirks and 
nods, she lets the quiet go on before whispering, “Are you together ?” The last word is a hiss 
in her ear. 


“Tf he gets his way.” 


Her daughter gives her a teasing tug around her waist and a giggle floats from her lips. 
“You're terrible.” 


Aoibhinn and Aobhnait were always open and honest with one another, in all subjects. Her 
daughter knew how much she loved to give both men and women a hard time. Her stories 
always sending her daughter into a fit of laughter at just how cruel she could be. Aobhnait 
was also always honest in turn, telling her eagerly about her first kiss, her first heartbreak, her 
first dance between the sheets. 


There is a long breath of silence as they walk, Geralt leading the way. As their laughter fades, 
sorrow fills the void and Aoibhinn can feel the sadness slip back into the bones of her 
daughter. “I’m sorry this happened, I’m sorry I couldn’t protect you.” No response. “I’m 
sorry he’s gone, I know you loved him.” 


“We were raised like siblings, but it was becoming more. I...” She wipes a tear away. “I don’t 
think I can talk about it yet...” 


“That’s okay, Little Flame. I’m here when you need to talk.” 


Geralt comes to a stop before them. They are deep in the woods now, far away from any kind 
of prying eyes and ears. “Ill go back for the horses but we need to talk about what we do 
next.” He looks down at Fachtna. “About him.” 


“There’s no tying him up, even in his damaged state, it would take nothing for him to break 
from any bond we attempt.” 


Aobhnait wanders off away from them, still within sight but out of ear shot. “Is she okay,” 
Geralt asks softly. 


“She will be, she’s strong but she’s not invincible. This will hurt her fer a while but she’s like 
me, she can handle it.” 


“Are you okay? And don’t bullshit me. You can play the tough act as much as you want but 
I’ve seen you.” The implications in his statement sets her back on her heels a bit. Hes seen 
me. 


“Don’t make me beat yer ass, Dog.” There’s no bite in her voice like Geralt expects, and it 
makes him smile. 


Before she can stop it, he’s got her in his arms. He peppers a few soft kisses along the crown 
of her head before exhaling heavily and breathing in her scent. “I thought I was going to lose 
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you. 


She allows the assault on her forehead, scared at the fact that she’s enjoying it. “I guess 
you’re stuck with me.” Geralt goes stiff and then she feels him relax into her more, 
understanding the dual meaning in her words. She hinges back from him where he has his 
arms pinned around her lower back and kisses him on the lips. It’s brief but filled with 
tenderness. Geralt drinks her in before he pulls away, remembering the young woman 
standing at the edge of his vision. 


They both turn to look at her but she’s not looking directly at them, though a telling smile 
tugs at her lips. They laugh breathlessly and separate, almost as if in apology. “Okay,” 
Aoibhinn says, looking down at her father once again. “I have an idea but I don’t think 
anyone here is going to like it.” She calls her daughter over so she can explain her thoughts. 
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“You can’t possibly be serious.” Aobhnait gawks at her. “That seems barbaric!” 


“Tt’s the best way to ensure he can’t catch us, and even if he does, can’t do a damn thing 
about it.” 


Geralt says nothing, looking to the trees as he mulls it over. 


“Mathair! That’s absolutely going too far. You might as well kill him at that point! And on 
top of that, you said your mother was insane, especially when it comes to him. She won’t let 
that go unpunished.” 


“T agree, but it’s dual purpose. It hinders her best and most loyal dog while sending a 
message that I’m not fucking around when it comes to you. Any and all consequences of this, 
I accept.” 


Aobhnait throws her hands in the air, not in defeat but outrage. “Cutting off his fingers and 
gouging out his eyes?!” She tucks an arm around her mass of hair and flips it to the other 
side in frustration. 


“Will he even survive it? He’s already on death’s door, look at him!” Her hands motion to 
him in a manic twitch. 


Aoibhinn considers it, much to her daughter’s relief. “I'll heal his shoulder, if that makes you 
feel better.” 


“Hardly, but it’s better than nothing.” 


“Then it’s decided?” Geralt chimes in finally, eyes leaving the trees and flicking between 
both women. “We’re doing this?” 


“T’m doing this. I want ye both to have no part in it. The repercussions need to be mine and 
mine alone.” She stares at Geralt blankly, trying to read him and gets nothing. “Yer okay with 
this?” 


“T’ll admit it seems like it’s going a bit far. But considering I’d kill him if I were you, I 
suppose this is an acceptable alternative. And you are absolutely not doing this alone. I told 
you, I’m with you. And you said yourself that I’m stuck with you. So, drop the solo act shit.” 
He crosses his arms as if to say that that’s all to be said on the matter. 


Aoibhinn glares but concedes. “Fine, but you will not be a part of it.” She points at Aobhnait 
with an accusatory finger. “I don’t even want ye watching.” 


“You’re both animals. Sadistic, insane animals.” She huffs and marches off, this time out of 
sight. Aoibhinn goes to follow her but Geralt puts an arm out to catch her. 


“Let her go, you said you don’t want her to watch, so let her go. I think she needs to 
decompress.” She gives in easily enough but pain colors her features as she watches her 
daughter stomp away, fists balled at her side. 


She pulls a potion and a tin from her hip. “This should bring him back from the brink.” It’s a 
garishly bright green liquid she pours down his throat. She watches as his throat moves to 
accept it, coughing weakly once. She opens the tin, taking out a needle and thread, and begins 
to stitch the arm back to his body. She works from the inside out, knowing she’s doing a shit 
job but not caring. It’s not until Geralt crouches and takes the needle and thread from her that 
she realizes she’s been crying. 


“T got this.” She lets him take it and pick up where she left off, stitching much more 
carefully. 


“T’m not crying over him.” She feels the need to clarify but he says nothing in response. “I’m 
not sure why I’m crying but it’s not over him.” She spits on the ground and Geralt grunts. 


“It’s okay to cry over something that you never had.” His eyes stay fixed on his task, fingers 
working nimbly. 


She takes an aggressive step towards him, wanting to kick him in his stupid, fat head. He 
makes no move to stop her so she stops herself. “What the fook is that s’pose to mean!” 


“You know what it means. It means all you ever wanted was kindness from the people that 
were supposed to love and protect you.” His eyes remain steadfast on his work before him. 


How fucking dare he . She stalks forward again, crouching down to get eye level with him. 
“And what the fook do ye know.” It’s not a question, but an accusation. 


“T know it’s why you tried so hard to give Aobhnait a loving family. You wanted her to have 
what you never could.” He looks up at her then, seeing the tears welling in her eyes. She 
raises her hand and strikes at him but he catches it easily. She’s trembling now, fury and 
despair playing tug-of-war with her expression. “You think I haven’t cried over the same?” 
He keeps hold of her wrist but it’s more of a caress. “You think I didn’t cry when my mother 
sold me to them?” 


“T-I didn’t know.” The fight leaves her and she slumps back onto her ass, her knees pulling 
tight to her chest. 


“You’re not the only one carrying around the trauma of your youth. And it’s okay to be 
pissed, to be sad. You can’t control your emotions. But,” He gives her his most serious stare. 
“You can choose what you do with them.” 


She lets it sink in. “You think maiming him is a mistake.” He nods in affirmation. “It’s worth 
it if it keeps him from her.” She nods in the direction her daughter had taken off in. “I’d do 
unspeakable things for her.” 


“T know,” he sets the needle down and pulls her gently to him, situating her on his lap so that 
he can hold her. “I’m not saying it’s a bad plan, I think it would have the results you want. 
But, I don’t think it’s the right choice.” He kisses her hair and she nuzzles into the affection. 


“What do you suggest I do?” 


“Even if this arm is able to heal, he’!l never be able to use it again. It’ll take him a week at 
least to heal to where he can travel. So, what if we stick him on a boat and send him south? 
Put even more distance as we head north?” Neither of them move as Aobhnait returns, her 
features a little more schooled, but they both look up at her. 


“T figured it’d be done by now.” Her lips form a stiff and straight line, refusing to give 
anything away. “You both look cozy.” She wants it to sound accusatory, but it’s a genuine 
statement. She knows how her mother feels about love and something about seeing her so 
comfortable in someone’s arms lifts her heart just a smidge. 


“T’m not going through with it. You were right. Even though I didn’t want to do it, it was the 
only thing I could think of to protect you. But, Geralt came up with a better idea.” She pats 
his arm that’s locked around her and stands as he releases her. 


“Which is?” She fights the urge to tap her foot impatiently. 


Geralt picks up the needle and goes back to work after answering, “Put him on a boat and 
send him south as south goes.” 


Aobhnait’s shoulders relax a great deal and her exhale is audible. She rushes her mother and 
hugs her. “Thank you. I’m not a fool to think he deserves any kindness, you’ve told me 
stories about him. I just hate to think what might happen if Bridin found out.” 


“Don’t worry about any of that, Little Flame. Whatever happens, I can handle it. So long as 
you are safe, nothing else matters.” She leans up to place a kiss to her daughter’s cheek, 
holding her closely and feeling herself temper as she allows herself a moment to realize her 
daughter is safe. For now. 
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Once Fachtna 1s patched and on his slow road to recovery, Geralt goes to fetch the horses. 
The women have a moment of serene peace as they lean against a large tree and simply just 


hold one another. After a rather lengthy moment of silence and soft familial touches, the 
younger speaks. 


“T loved him. Truly.” She speaks of Osart, of course. “He was everything that was light in my 
world.” 


“When did you realize you loved him?” Their words are soft, hushed. The sounds of the 
leaves rustling threaten to drown out their words and carry them away. 


“T came home from a festival in town. He had come with me but had to leave early because 
his legs were hurting him. I brought him home but there was a boy I liked at the time who 
was at the festival, so I returned after making sure Osart was safe and comfortable. I had a 
lovely time with the guy, but there was this feeling of guilt in my heart as I opened the door.” 
She fiddles idly with her skirts, deep in the memory. “He smiled but his eyes were so sad. I 
thought maybe it was because I went without him. He always told me it was okay when I did 
things without him but it never stopped me from feeling bad. This was different though, he 
looked truly hurt. I knelt by him and asked him what was wrong but he only cupped my 
cheek and told me it was nothing.” She exhales, enveloped in the echo. “He told me he loved 
me, which he did often. But that time was different, it wasn’t like before. And something 
clicked in me. I saw his beautiful smile and had this urge to be the one that gave him more 
smiles, ones that would touch his eyes.” She pauses for a moment, trying to figure out how to 
explain the rest. “I started noticing his eyes on me a lot more after that, little stolen glances. I 
made it a point to return them, and to always make sure he wasn’t alone. I stopped doing 
things he couldn’t do with me, and started finding ways for us to do things together. Then one 
night, we were up late talking and before I knew it, I passed out. I woke up in his arms and he 
was just staring at me. His eyes were so soft, so filled with longing, like waiting for some 
storm to greet him on the shore.” She smiles, her cheeks flushed. “And then I kissed him.” 


Aoibhinn’s heart breaks for her daughter. The visions of what her own father had done to the 
boy seared into her retinas. He had completely dismembered the boy. “That sounds like a 
wonderful first love story.” She kisses her daughter, knowing it won't take the sting away. 


“T just hope it was quick.” She says it so bluntly, it takes Aoibhinn off guard. She means his 
death . 


She wants to lie to her, to tell her it was a quick and clean death. But, that would be a lie. And 
they don’t lie to one another. “I’m sure he wouldn’t want you crying too much over him. He 


would want you to live.” She skirts the statement. 


“T will, I just need some time with it.” She takes her mother’s hand and kisses it quickly. “I’m 
too much like you.” 


Aoibhinn smirks. “That won’t always be a good thing.” 


Aobhnait shifts so that she can look into her mother’s eyes. “Even if there is some bad.. I will 
take every once of it for the good you gave me.” 


There isn’t much to say after that, they both settle back into one another, falling into a 
comfortable silence as they wait for Geralt to return. When he does, Aobhnait has started 
nodding off. 


“I’m afraid to wake her,” she says to Geralt in a whisper. “I think she needs the sleep.” 


“We have time, not much, but we can rest a bit longer.” He pads off, tending the horses 
before they load up and head off. They know the small port here won't have a ship capable of 
what they need. So they need to make the trip south to a larger port town. When Aobhnait 
wakes, they load up their supplies and the body of Fachtna before setting off. It should be a 
day's ride at their slower pace. 
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When they arrive, the city is practically buzzing. People move about all hours of day and 
night, the smells of a well lived-in city permeating their noses. 


“We'll need ta earn some more coin ‘fore we can pay for a ship ta take him south.” 


“T have coin,” Aobhnait smiles sheepishly and pulls back a fold in her skirt to reveal a heavy 
pouch. “It should be enough to charter a ship, and buy us a room or two for the night.” She 


gives her mother a chiding smile and covers her coin once more with her skirts. 


“T’ll pay ye back, ye little shit.” Geralt smiles at Aoibhinn, Aobhnait straddling Roach at his 
back. Aoibhinn opted to carry Fachtna on the back of Rust, and that’s how they spent the day 
traveling. 


When they reach the bustling docks, Aoibhinn dismounts and Aobhnait hands her the pouch 
of coin she had been concealing. “I won’t use it all.” She pinches her daughter's cheek and 
disappears into the crowd, in search of a captain that can fulfill her request. 


“Do you love her?” Aobhnait’s voice breaks through Geralt's awkward silence. 


He looks at her but she’s staring ahead at her mother. “I don’t-” 


“Tt’s an easy question with an easy answer. Do you love her?” She looks at him, all the 
warmth from her green eyes gone. “Because she’s been hurt enough. So if you’re just in it for 
the sex, I suggest you be gone when she returns.” 


He doesn’t answer. He simply stands there for half an hour, feet planted, until Aoibhinn 
returns. The lack of an answer seems to be enough for her daughter, because she doesn’t say 
another word. 


“T found a ship that will take him.” She looks between the two of them and senses the 
awkward tension. But, choosing to ignore it, she continues. “They are leaving within the hour 
so we need to get him loaded up. They are heading down to Nilfgaard, so even if he wakes 
mid journey, there isn’t much he can do about the situation aside from a mutiny.” 


She hefts Fachtna over her shoulder and they start walking, leaving the horses tied to a post at 
the edge of the docks. As she walks, she can feel the two sharing daggered looks, but again 
she chooses to say nothing. She knows her daughter well enough to know a threat had been 
made, a line drawn. And so if Geralt is still here, it’s because she’s allowing it. The idea 
brings a featherweight feeling to her heart. 


When Geralt casts a casual glance at the younger woman, she’s picking at her nails with a 
different dagger he hasn’t seen until now. Are they all so terrifying? She seems to answer his 
internal question by flicking the blade around easily in her nimble fingers before tucking it 
back away into her skirts. 


Once Fachtna has been deposited, they go in search of an Inn. It’s late and they’ ve been 
riding hard for the full day. And, after yesterday's events, they all need the rest. They find one 
rather easily; it’s an upscale establishment, clean and tidy as they enter. All eyes fall on them 
as they push through the small crowd of meanderers towards the person who seems to work 
there. 


“Three rooms?” The man asks. His dark hair is slicked back and ornamented with oil and a 
garish clip behind his ear. 


“Two please; a double bed and a single. If you have it.” Aobhnait pulls the still full pouch of 
coin from her hip and looks expectantly at the man at the front desk, waiting for a total price. 


Geralt and Aoibhinn share a weary look as Aobhnait gently places the coin in the man’s 
hand. Shes trouble, they both think in unison. Once the coin has been exchanged, they are 
shown to their respective rooms. The room that Geralt and Aoibhinn are to share is at the end 
of the hall, and the one Aobhnait has rented for herself is towards the beginning of the hall. 
The two Wticher’s wonder if this is by design. 


“T’m going to request a tub and hit the pillow.” The younger woman says casually as she 
steps into her room and shuts the door quietly. 


Aoibhinn fidgets, looking at the closed door. 


“She’s going to be okay, you said so yourself.” Geralt puts a gentle hand at the small of her 
back and guides her towards their shared room. 


Geralt clicks the door closed and heads immediately to the chair in the corner. It’s a finely 
made wooden chair with an overstuffed cushion. He sits and begins taking off his boots and 
other bits of armor. Aoibhinn stands at the door, a bit unsure of herself. She’s not shy or 


worried, but this wasn’t on her terms and she struggles with the implications as she watches 
Geralt undress. 


His eyes never leave hers as he strips, nearly beckoning her to join. She does, stepping into 
the middle of the room. She unbuckles her torso armor first, then the bits of leather from her 
arms and legs. Soon, they are both in loose clothing and already a bit breathless. Something 
about watching the act of undressing is as sinful as participating in it. Aoibhinn steps out for 
a moment and returns minutes later. 


“T asked them to fill the tub.” A slight blush rises to her cheeks and threatens to erase the 
freckles. 


Geralt is shirtless now, nothing left but his pants. “I could use a good soak.” He leans back to 
unbuckle a belt, all while holding her gaze. Once the belt is off, he stands and pushes the 
britches down easily. Stark naked he stands, his cock twitching ever so sweetly. “I'd like to 
do something.” He strides to her but she nearly recoils back from him. 


“What do ye want?” His fingers lift to her shirt and he slowly pulls it off of her shoulder. His 
lips land on her freckled bit of flesh, sucking and licking at the warm skin. 


“You.” It’s all he says as he slowly pulls the blouse from her body. She lets him work it over 
her hips, to her feet, and then steps out of it. Next, he sits on his bare ass and works on her 
boots. They slip easily off of her feet and he tosses them to the side. He lifts her leg so that 
her knee rests on his shoulder as he sits before her. Gently, oh so gently, he begins to massage 
her calf and foot. He works his fingers into the knots that he finds, smoothing them out 
before moving on. He lifts her foot to his lips and kisses her toes, one by one. 


She wants to recoil, wants to object. She knows her feet are sweaty and disgusting. They’ve 
been riding for days without a proper bath. But something about his attentive lips leaves her 
breathless. She doesn’t want him to stop. He sets her foot down and goes for her other boot, 
repeating the process. By the time he’s done worshipping her legs and feet with warm hands 
and soft kisses, she’s enraptured. 


“Geralt,” it’s a breathy whisper compared to her previous tone. 


He says nothing once more, simply hooks his fingers into the waistband of her pants and 
yanks them down angrily. There’s a familiar hunger in his eyes as she watches him force her 
legs up so that he can toss the pants aside. She’s completely nude before him now, as he is to 
her. Her hand rakes through his long white hair, wanting desperately to pull his mouth to her 
apex. But, a knock sounds at the door and it’s like a bucket of cold water on the both of them. 


Geralt stands to answer but she puts a hand to his chest. He gives her a knowing smirk as he 
steps back and lets her handle it. When she answers the knock, she’s greeted by the same 
slick-haired gentleman from before. Two women stand behind him, the copper tub in their 
hands between them. 


The man takes a long second to gawk at her scar-riddled flesh before he rights himself and 
speaks. “You ordered a bath?” 


“We did, thank you.” She steps out slightly into the hallway and takes the tub easily from the 
women, casting him a chastising look. 


He nods and has the decency to look only slightly embarrassed. “They will fill it promptly.” 
He turns and begins walking away, leaving the two women in his wake as they chase after 
him. 


It doesn’t take long for them to fill the tub, boiling the water at the hearth within the room 
and dumping it into the tub, only leaving to fetch more fresh water. When they are done, they 
rush from the room, cheeks inflamed at the sight of the two Witchers. They never moved to 
cover themselves as the women worked. They simply sat on opposite sides of the room and 
eye-fucked one another until the tub was ready. 


“Enjoy your night!” One of them yells as they close the door and Geralt looks apologetic for 
a moment, but it vanishes in a second as Aoibhinn saunters to the tub and steps in. 


“Are you joining me, Dog?” Her tone is taunting and threatening. 


Geralt knows there isn’t room for the both of them to comfortably, but he’1l be damned if he 
turns her down. He steps to the tub and nudges her forward so that he can slip in behind her. 


He takes a sponge from a low stool next to them and starts scrubbing her back. “Can I do 
this? Can I wash you?” His lips are at her ear and the sensation sends tremors down her 
spine. 


“Of course, beloved” The term of endearment slips out easily enough but they both still a bit 
in the water. 


“Thank you... darling .” He says, clearly mocking her. 


She grabs his arm and pulls him forward over her shoulder so that she can see him. She wants 
to chastise him, to scream and challenge, but her body and mind are tired. She simply wants 
this, whatever he is offering. Her lips meet his in a quick kiss, when he had suspected he 
might be accosted. “You get one.” He smiles into her lips at her words. 


“T’ll take what I can get, always.” He resumes rubbing her down. The sponge makes quick 
work of the dirt and grime, leaving her pristine freckled shoulders and back bare to him. He 
leans in and kisses at her neck softly at first, then more intensely. She arches into him 
slightly, rubbing the thick exposed thighs to either side of her. 


She feels his cock come to life behind her, stabbing at the middle of her back. “I think it’s 
time for yer bath.” She leans forward on her knees and spins so that she can face him in the 
tub. “Give it.” She extends her hand for the sponge. He gives it over willingly. 


Her eyes scan his, waiting for him to refuse, but he never does. “I’m yours to do with as you 
please.” He answers her unasked question. 


She scrubs at his chest and arms, working lower and lower. Finally, she straddles him so that 
she can scrub at his shoulders and back without being awkward. He leans back, completely 
relaxed, and lets her work.She slowly rubs at the sweat and dirt that coat his shin, paying 
extra attention to the scars. 


“So you want to know where they come from?” There’s a small smile tugging at the corner of 
his mouth. 


She muses for a moment as she scrubs. “Is that what yer used to?” He cocks an eyebrow. “Do 
women usually inquire about yer scars?” 


“They do.” 


“Do ye think men often inquire about mine?” There’s a coy smile on her lips. 


“T don’t think you often give them the chance.” He’s right and he knows it. 


She wrings the sponge out over his head, dousing him with water. “My scars are mine, they 
aren’t the jumping off point for a story. And they certainly aren’t to impress. But I imagine 
it’s different fer ye. Women love scars.” 


“In my experience, yes. They often inquire about them, But you haven’t.” He cocks his brow 
once more. 


She lets out a heated chuckle. “That’s because I know how they got there, all too well. I have 
some to match yer own.” She plunges the sponge beneath the water and scrubs at his inner 
thigh, earning her a sharp inhale from Geralt. “I know ye all too well.” She says it like a 
secret. 


“And what do you know, Little Fox?” The mirth in his tone disarms her, but she won’t stand 
by that nickname. 


She splashes him playfully with the bath water. “If ye call me that again, I might drown ye.” 
She cozies up onto his lap, his cock standing at attention between them, pressed against her. 
“T know this one is from a Garkain.” Her fingers trace a long purple scar at his shoulder as 
she rocks into him slowly. “And this one - this looks like it’s from a Leshen.” Her fingers 
dance around a deep trench of a scar at his peck. She moves her hips in tantalizing circles that 
draw a growl from him. “Your stories are written on yer skin, as are mine.” 


His fingers trace a faint pink line along her bicep. “I like your stories.” His cock thrums 
beneath her, as if to emphasize his words.” like them a lot.” He grabs her neck, pulling her in 
and forcing her to abandon her sponge. 


She drops it willingly and grinds into him, the length of his cock digging into her center. 
“Geralt, I-” She tries to pull away and speak, but he’s having none of it. He grabs both of her 
hips and grinds into her. But she’s nothing if not persistent. She pushes away once more and 
he allows it. “I haven’t done this in some time... Since | had-” 


He knows where she’s going with it and he doesn’t care. He kisses her again to silence her 
ludicrousy. She gives up the train of thought almost immediately. Her hips buck into his in 
the tub, the water sloshing elegantly. A soft moan escapes his lips and she inhales it like he’s 
preaching the gospel and she’s a devout believer. “Keep that up, Little Fox. Let me hear you.’ 
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She continues to rock against him, seeking out her pleasure from the friction in the hot water. 
“Don’t... Don’t call-” He bites at her lower lip and she loses the argument in her chest. 
“Please,” it’s a soft beckoning, a prayer. 


He rushes to give her what she wants, so eager to please her and make her soar. “Tell me 
what you want, Aoibhe. Tell me, use your words.” He grips the back of her head forcibly and 
pulls her down and into him, grinding up into her and snaking his tongue into her open and 
waiting lips. 


She rips away from him then, glaring at him with a glittering, mischievous glare. “I'll take 
what I want.” Her voice is that of a goddess, and he can do nothing but obey and serve. 


“Yes ma’am.” He bucks up into her again and again, feeling she’s close to coming undone. 


“Tf yer my good little Dog, then you can call me Master.” A devious grin pulls across her lips; 
toothy and wet. 


The breath leaves him in one long exhale. “What would you like from me, Master?” His grin 
matches hers in severity. 


She reaches a hand between them, grabbing his velvety length, positioning herself on top of 
him so that all she has to do is sink onto him. “Are ye sure ye want this?” 


In answer, he grabs her hips and plunges himself into her. His mouth goes to her breasts, 
taking turns sucking and pinching each one in turn. The moan she makes is indescribable. 
He’s immediately addicted to the sound of her impaling herself on him. She rocks gently at 
first, letting herself get used to the invasion, then she picks up pace. She grabs the nape of his 
neck and pulls him to her, kissing him as best she can while she rocks on top of him. Her 
name slips from his lips and that seems to drive her wild, her speed increasing. 


Soon, the water is sloshing out of the tub. His arm snakes up her scarred back and grips her 
shoulder, pulling her down onto him harder with every stroke. Eventually, the tub grows too 
cramped. “Bed,” she mumbles into his mouth. “Now.” It isn’t a request. He stands, his arms 
still wrapped around her, lifting her from the copper tub in one sure motion. 


He tosses her on the bed, admiring the way the water droplets map out the path of least 
resistance on her skin. He licks his lips, wanting to trace every trail they make. “You’re so 
beautiful.” He can’t help the admission. He shoves her thighs to the side with his knee, 
forcing her to open up for him. He slides between her thighs and shoves himself to the hilt 
inside of her, picking up the gentle pace they had in the tub. 


“Not tonight. Tonight I want you to fuck me like I wont be here in the morning.” A fear grips 
him, chilling his bones. Her words sing of promise and heartbreak. She can tell she’s upset 
him just by the way his rhythm slows. “Geralt...” She reaches up to cup his face. “I’m not 
leaving. I promise. No tricks and no lies. I’m here.” His brows don’t lose their pinched 
expression. “I just wanted you to fuck the breath from my lungs.” She grins and reaches 
behind him to grip his ass, nails digging into the meat of his cheek and forcing him into her 
roughly. 


This kicks him into high gear. He fucks into her like it really just might be the last time. He 
gives her all of the love and adoration he can with every thrust. His calloused fingers slip 
between their apex and he begins to rub her clit in slow, purposeful circles. It’s only seconds 
before her back is bucked into him, her pussy clenching around his length as she comes with 
a ferocity she doesn’t think she’s ever known. 


Watching her writhe beneath him pushes him over the edge, he grunts softly before slamming 
and spilling into her, his mouth going to her breast again as she rides out her orgasm. He 
thrusts until every drop is squeezed from his cock by her, panting heavily as he leans in to lap 
at the sweat in the crook of her neck and between her breasts. 


“Um, Geralt?” 


He chuckles softly, thinking he knows what she’Il say. “Yes, Master?” 


She tries to match his laugh but there’s a hesitation. “You know I’m not sterile when I’m with 
another Witcher... Right?” 


He goes rigid as a board. “ Fuck .” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Lightning & Thundering Answers 


Chapter Summary 


Aoibhinn talks to a storm and then Geralt wakes her with a few carnal promises he 
intends to keep. 


Chapter Notes 


Instead of putting the Irish translations here, I'm going to start adding them to the actual 
writing. I hope this makes reading easier. 


I know I've been slacking on the smut, so I hope this chapter makes up for it. It's shorter 
than the last few, but it's mostly smut. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter Ten 


Aoibhinn wakes in a hazy fog. Her first sensation is that of an arm draped heavily over her 
chest, giving her some difficulty breathing. “Maidin mhaith, mo daor.” Good morning, my 
dear. She whispers it into his shoulder that presses into her face. The reason for her early 
waking sparks again through the sky just beyond the window. It’s storming outside, the 
thunder that follows the flash quickly rocking through the building. Thunder speaks to her on 
a primal level, she can’t help but close her eyes and ride the natural high. She slips out of 
Geralt's hold and pulls on her clothing, choosing not to dawn her armor in this early hour. 


She steps outside a back door, wind immediately decimating her curls, the rain plastering 
them against her face and chest. “Ye called?” She directs the question to the sky, and in 
answer, the lighting strikes so close that the hair along her arms and legs stands at attention. 
Her scalp prickles with promise and then the thunder strikes right at her center. 


“Cad ba cheart dom a dhéanamh anois?” What should I do now? 


The light flashes, closer than before, and she can nearly feel the heat of it. She takes a careful 
and sure step towards the docks, eager to watch the storm dance amongst the churning waves. 


“Ni féidir liom é seo a dhéanamh aris.” J can t do this again. 


At the docks she waits for the next crack of light, the next berating of thunder. A minute goes 
by, two. After three minutes, the lightning strikes a few hundred yards before her, churning 
the water of the inlet. The sensation washes over her, accept it . 


“Agus ma ghortaionn sé an iomarca?” And if it hurts too much? 


Three flashes before her, before a fourth strikes too close. The thunder that follows is nearly 
instant, no pause between the light and the bang . It drones on for a solid minute before the 
crackling smooths out and her ears get a small reprieve. 


“Ts furasta ¢ sin a ra.” That is easy for you to say. 


A small flash, much further away than before. A gentle peel of rumbling meets her chest but 
it’s too far to rattle her like the one just before it. She nods as if in understanding. 


“Nior chuir ti amu orm riamh roimhe seo.” You’ve never misled me before. 


She turns from the roiling sea, heading back to the Inn as soaked as ever, her hair soaking up 
every drop that hits it like the sponge from just hours ago. She pushes into her shared room 
and finds Geralt sitting atop the bed in quiet contemplation. 


“Where were you?” He sounds wounded. 


She goes to him, falling to both knees on the floor before him and taking his hands in hers. “I 
was talking to an old friend.” He gives her a curious glare but she only smiles. 


He sighs and returns the hold on his hands. “I got... worried... when I woke up and you 
weren’t here.” She can hear the grief in his timbre, one more thing she places onto the pile 
that is her burdens. 


“T told you I wouldn’t leave you.” Her thumb gently rubs over his knuckles. “I needed to take 
a walk, that’s all.” 


He grabs her and pulls her into the bed easily enough. “Don’t leave again.” It’s nowhere near 
a request as he locks his leg and arm around her, pulling her drenched body into his and 
nuzzling her damp neck. His tongue darts out and captures a few rain droplets that roll from 
her hair onto her neck, the essence of her and the storm outside. It tastes of juniper and 
saltspray. “Have I ever told you that you smell amazing?” His voice is heavy still with sleep 
as he murmurs into her neck. 


“What do I smell like?” The grin on her lips is one she fights and loses against easily. 


He contemplates in a half-drunk and sleepy state. “Like a promise, like the truth.” 


“What does that even smell like?” She swats playfully at his possessive hold but he only 
grips tighter in response. 


He licks out again and inhales deeply. “It smells like you, Aoibhe. You are the promise, the 
truth.” 


“Yer ridiculous. Don’t tell me yer fallin’ in love with me, Dahg.” The words are dismissive 
but in that second she feels the thrum of him still inside of her from just hours before. 


“T wouldn’t cheapen it with words if I was.” His hand falls from its possessive grip on her 
shoulder to her ribs, grazing the sides of her breast. The pads of his fingers dance lazily until 
they reach her hip, pressing here and there to rub at the muscles in her sides. When his palm 
falls to her haunch, it stills and squeezes, digging nails into scar-kissed flesh. 


“You never had to say it,” she says to an absent audience as his snore rolls out his throat and 
meets her ears. 


She falls asleep again, his hand on her thigh, twitching ever so slightly every couple of 
minutes. /t was always going to be you, wasn t it? She thinks to herself as her eyelids grow 
heavy, wrapped around his soft and gentle snores. 
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“Aoibhe.” His voice reaches deep and pulls her from her vivid dreams. 


She rolls on top of him without meaning to. “Geralt,” it’s a sigh, a song, oozing from her lips 
like molten gold to his heart. 


“Tt’s time to wake, we need to move.” He wraps an arm around her and places a long and 
tender kiss on her temple. 


“T don’t want to move.” She nuzzles into him like a tick, the visions of stormy confessions 
shooting through her brain like familiar lightning strikes. 


His chuckle is warm and smells of morning breath. They both sigh in unison as she braces 
and props herself onto her elbows, hovering above him. 


“T don’t want to break the spell.” They both go a little still as they gaze into one another’s 
eyes. Lightning yellow facing wheaten gold. It’s the first time she’s spoken to him like this, 
without barriers. 


He flips her onto her back, caging her with his arms. “We have a little while.” He nudges at 
her jaw with his nose, placing a quick kiss to her cheekbone before sweeping her legs open 
with his thighs. “If not, we can make time.” 


“T want ye inside me again.” Her calves hook his hips and she pulls him to her center. 


“T thought that was dangerous?” His gaze on her is soft but weary. 


She wiggles her hips down, forcing his already hard cock to meet her opening. “It’s worth the 
risk to feel you.” 


The meaning isn’t lost on him. Her words ring through his skeleton and tendons as truth. 
Feeling me inside of her is worth the risk of a child. She’s willing to risk a child to feel me 
inside of her, empty into her. He shakes his head like he’s trying to find a pocket of air to 
breathe. “You don’t mean that.” His words chill her a bit, but she simply furrows her brow in 
a challenge and lines him up with her cunt, begging him with her eyes to call her bluff. 


“T’ve never said anything I don’t mean.” She bucks her hips and she takes the first inch of 
him, earning a deep moan from each of them. 


“Anything you want.” He leans in and kisses her lips, a searing sensation as he pushes further 
into her. The sound she makes gets him high immediately. “I love when you make those 
sounds.” 


“Then keep doin’ what yer doin’.” Her claws slash at his shoulders as she holds on, his pace 
quickening as he stretches her. 


He lifts, still caging her with his arms as he quickens even more, slamming into her with a 
possessive pounding that encases her completely. 


“Na lig dom a bheith ina chloch chéim.” Don t let me be a stepping stone. 


“Common tongue, Little Fox. Let me hear what you need.” His pace slows as he holds her 
gaze, willing her to open up to him in more ways than one. 


“T-I...” Her eyes glass over, the threat of tears just at the backs of her eyes. “I don’t want to 
just be another one.” 


He pulls out of her, no longer interested in his own desire. “Listen to me, because I won’t say 
it again.” He glares at her as she reels from his absence inside of her. “You are amazing and 
all-encompassing.” He huffs a breath out and fights the urge to kiss her to show her his 
feelings. “This could end tomorrow, and it wouldn’t just be another one for me. And, if it 
does end, it'll be on your terms. That much I can promise.” 


She sees the promise in his eyes, the sureness of his confession. J can do this again, she 
thinks to herself. “Can't we discuss it after,” she inquires breathlessly, writhing against him, 
clearly in need. 


He smirks and obliges, tossing her down once more unto the reasonably comfortable 
mattress. He lines himself up to her waiting and dripping sex once more, ready to impale her 
at a look. She gives it to him in spades, imploring him to do his worst. He bucks into her, 
sinking to the hilt and leaning in just in time to swallow her scream she delivers him when 
he’s fuckes inside of her. They sit like that for a moment, reveling in the moment, her eyes 
rolling back and begging. 


“All you ever have to do is ask, Aoibhe.” The ghost of a smile plastered across her lips as she 
sinks into his unrelenting pounding. “And I’II deliver.” He slams again and again, delivering 
on his promise. 


“D-Don’t stop.” She makes no move to switch the power dynamic, content to let him ruin her 
on his clock. “Please, Geralt.” 


He slams into her again and again, fucking the air from her lungs as she squirm beneath him. 
He looks down just as she does, watching the bulge of his cock create a small hill across her 
abdomen every time he thrusts into her. “I love watching you let me fuck you.” He delivers 
an assault of kisses across the bridge of her nose, wanting desperately to kiss every freckle. 


“Then fuck me, Wolf.” The new pat-name on her tongue sends him into a frenzy. The way 
her accent coates the term of endearment forcing him to fight back his impending explosion. 
“Fuck me until I forget.” 


It’s a plea from her petal-pink lips, beckoning him to increase his torturous pounding. He’s 
never been able to let loose like this, never been able to punish with his cock the way she’s 
begging for now. He does as she asks, slamming into her until the breath quite literally leaves 
her lungs. His hands wrap around her throat then, squeezing as he feels her begin to tighten 
around him. He rips one hand away after a beat, keeping pressure with the remaining one, 
and tweaks her budding nipples with his free hand until she’s begging through tear soaked 
eyes. Before he can question or stop it, his free hand strikes her face. 


Her eyes light-up like a hurricane. The storm coloring her features a new treat for his eyes to 
feast upon. “Do it again.” She’s not beggin, but commanding. 


He rears his free hand back and delivers another strike across her face, his hand around her 
throat tightening with each impaling of his cock. The right side of her face shows the promise 


of welts, but her eyes are alive in a way he’s never seen up to this point. The sight of her 
drives him further into a frenzy. 


He flips her over then, barely unsheathing himself as he does. His right arm strikes forward 
and wraps itself around her neck, pulling her head to him and forcing her back to arch. He 
slams into her with reckless abandon as he chokes her, damn near delivering her to blackness. 
“Hurt me,” she chokes out around pained sighs that sound all too much like pleasure. 


He leans in and sinks his teeth into her shoulder, biting so hard he actually stalls for a second, 
concerned that he may have gone a bit too far. But, she simply bucks back onto his cock, 
begging him to surge forward. And he does. Blood from her shoulder drips from his bottom 
lip as he grunts and fucks and hurts her. He removes the arm around her neck and grabs her 
hair instead, wrapping her mane around his fist as he yanks her to him. Her face is right next 
to his as he kisses up her throat and along her jaw. He nibbles his way to her lips and forces 
her to surrender her mouth to his, stealing her breath and taking her bottom lip in his teeth. 
He can’t help the grunts and pleasure moans that escape him as she pushes herself back into 
him. 


The sounds from him sends her over the edge, her climax claims her as she stutters and 
tightens her core around his cock. “Fuck! Geralt!” 


It’s all he needs to spill into her once again, letting her milk his cock of every last drop. 
“Fuck, Aoibhe.” He kisses her temple as he releases her hair, but he still rests his cock inside 
of her. “Ill never get tired of the way you call out my name.” His hand slides down her right 
side, caressing her as his cock still twitches inside her. 


She clenches around him, the last tangible bits of her orgasm still present. She feels his cock 
stiffen again and her eyes roll into the back of her head. “Still?” 


“What can I say,” the sultry pride and adoration in his voice is palpable. He pulls out slightly, 
the mixture of their combined orgasm slicking his cock as he does. He thrusts into her with 
an easy motion as the come allows for him to hit deeper than before. His cock twitches again, 
coming to life again almost immediately. “Can my Little Fox give me a few more?” 


He wants more orgasms from me, she thinks to herself as she feels her core tightening again, 
ready to give him whatever he wants so long as he stays inside of her. In all of her centuries, 


she’s never had a man ask to give her multiple orgasms, and the inciting promise is too much 
to turn down. “As many as ye can take.” She looks back as he slides into her again and again, 
flipping her hair with his hand to get a better look at her face as she comes undone beneath 
him. He throws her to the bed on her back and mounts her like a beast, slamming into her 
without any regard for her comfort. 


She stares up at him, completely enraptured as he drinks in another orgasm and then another, 
hand fisting in her hair and pulling her to the side to grant him access to her swan-like throat. 
“Give me more, love.” 


The term of endearment slips so quickly from his tongue but nothing on his features says that 
he regrets it. She succumbs to him wholly, giving him everything he asks for and then some. 
She grinds into his eager thrusts, allowing him to hit the spot that she knows will unravel her 
in a moment. And it does; she clenches around his cock again as her breathing stutters in her 
throat, her teeth clenching as her hand snakes up his chest and wraps around his throat. Her 
eyes light, a flame in a field of wheat as she grips and lets him fuck into her. “Fill me again, 
Geralt, my White Wolf.” 


He roars and comes again, his cock twitching and spasming inside of her, his warm come 
filling her until it spills out of her and drips down her ass. “Fuck, Aoibhe.” He leans in and 
kisses her, the full presence of his mouth on hers. The connection is searing as they both do 
their damndest to devour one another. Her hands release his throat and wrap around his hair, 
pulling him deeper and claiming him wholly. 


A knock on their door breaks their bond. “You need to get dressed.” Aobhnait’s voice is 
nearly apologetic and they share a small smile before they unlatch from one another and rise 
to dress. 
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and Aoibhinn and Geralt have a talk followed by some spicy time. Geralt also finds 
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Chapter Eleven 


Geralt rises from the bed before his fox, pulling his pants up and tying the string around his 
waist to secure them before he gathers Aoibhinn’s clothes and lays them out for her. She sits 
on the edge of the bed, her head lulling back in lingering pleasure throws, her shoulders 
twitching and spasming in small shudders. 


“Are you okay?” His voice is soft and filled with mirth. He can’t help the swell in his chest as 
he witnesses what he’s capable of doing to her. 


She smiles lazily, “I’m perfect.” Her head rolls forward, her hooded eyes finding him. “But, I 
was only a third of the way through with you.” 


He smirks, pulling his tunic over his head. “Kids...” 
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Aobhnait eyes her mother with a look of all-knowing. “You slept in?” 


Aoibhinn glares back, telling her silently to cut it out. “I couldn’t sleep,” she lies to no one 
but herself. 


“Neither could I.” Her daughter places a piece of seared meat into her mouth and chews 
loudly. “The walls are too thin and someone was up pretty early. Loud bunch, they were.” 


Aoibhinn leans into her daughter and whispers into her ear, “If you don’t knock it off, P'Il 
fuck him every night we’re on the road.” 


Her daughter blanches, her already lily-white skin dropping a shade. “You’re terrible.” 


“I’m grown.” It’s the end of the conversation as both flame-haired women pick at the plate of 
meat and bread on the table before them, not sparing a glance as Geralt sits across from them, 
having heard every syllable. 


They finish their breakfast and finish packing their things before meeting at the stables. 
Fachtna is well on his way south by now, and the three of them feel collectively confident 
that they’ Il be able to make it to their destination with little to no molestation. Aobhnait rides 
on Rust with her mother until they make it to the next town and the two Witchers are able to 
find work and earn enough favor and coin. They are able to use both to find a slender gelding 
to carry Aobhnait for the rest of the way to Kaer Morhen. 

Once they finally stop, watering their horses and snacking on a bit of preserved meat they 
had packed, Aoibhinn is able to speak up. 


“What’s his name?” 


“T’m still on the fence, but I’m leaning towards Siochain.” Aoibhinn’s face twists so subtly 
into a scowl. 


“You're naming yer horse Peace?” 


“T thought it fitting, it’s what I want more than anything.” She stands and goes to her new 
horse, a gentle hand extended. “Isn’t that right, Siochain?” The small-framed gelding presses 
his nose to her hand as if in confirmation. 


There’s a hefty pause before Aoibhinn speaks again. “Peace will never be an option where 
my parents are concerned. They don’t know the meaning.” 


“Maybe they could surprise you?” Her daughter looks over her shoulder, all the confidence of 
her youth rolling off of her tall and slender frame. 


The two Witchers share a pensive look. “My Flame, I’ve told you enough stories for ye to 
know that it’s impossible.” 


“People change though, don’t they?” She looks back at her companions, a hopeful glint in her 
eye. 


Neither of them have the courage, and so they sit silent. 


Her daughter refuses to let up. “You changed, didn’t you? You are hundreds of years old. You 
aren’t the same woman you were when you were younger. Maybe they’ ve changed also?” 
Siochain nuzzles into her, extracting a giggle from the younger woman. 

Geralt finally chooses to speak, his tone soft and cautious. “In my experience, everyone is 
capable of greatness and evil in equal measures. But everyone eventually reaches a point 
where they make the choice to be one or the other. With humans, their lives are short. They 
may make it to their late years before they change. But with people like your mother and I... 
We’ ve had ample time, and their choice was made long ago.” 


“And which are you?” Her autumn eyes meet his, their green and gold so reminiscent of a 
tree in early fall, and it’s as if she’s reading him. Studying him. 


“Neither.” His tone beckons her to argue, but she just considers it. A look of hopefulness flits 
across her face as she rubs the face of her new horse. 


“Maybe they are neither?” Her eyes drift to her mother then, begging for a life-line. 


Aoibhinn lets her head hang slightly, her eyes shut as her fists clench in her lap as she sits 
against a tree in their small clearing. “My Flame, they are absolute animals when it comes to 
blood,” There is a dual meaning to her words. “They are no better than the monsters they 
bred me to hunt. They did their best to break me and mold me.” Aoibhinn bristles as the 
words leave her, casting a glance to Geralt. “When I refused their destiny, I sealed my fate. 
And then I had you and I knew I needed to hide you from them.” She hesitates, never 
knowing how much to share. She wants to keep it all to herself, to spare her daughter the 
burden. She contemplates her next words for a second before she speaks. “I’Il never let them 
have you.” 


“How much longer do you think you can keep me from them?” 


“T’ll die before I let them sink their claws into you.” Aoibhinn’s face twists in rage, clearly 
contemplating murder of varying degrees. 


“T don’t want their blood on my hands.” Aobhnait’s hands fist in her skirt; an attempt to hide 
her rage. 


There is no hesitation or faltering when Aoibhinn slams a fist into the earth and grits out 
through clenched teeth, “I would cut the sun from where it hangs in the sky if I thought the 
darkness would protect you from them. And I will see my parents' heads, lifeless at my feet, 
before I let them set hands on you again.” Aobhnait flinches but her scowl remains. Aoibhinn 
sighs and rips a clod of grass from the dirt next to her, tossing it a few feet away. “I’m sorry. 
This is my fault. I’m yer mother and it’s my job to protect you. I’ve done a shyte job.” 


The thinner woman goes to her mother and stoops down so that she can look into her eyes. 
“You've done an amazing job, Mathair. We don’t get to choose our parents,” Her thin hand 
reaching out to rest on Aoibhinn’s knee. “But I’m lucky that you chose me.” Both women 
share a long look, one begging forgiveness and the other giving it freely, before Aoibhinn 
stands and pulls Aobhnait into a firm hug. She wheezes in her mother’s arms as she tries to 
giggle. 


“We should get back on the road soon — make the best out of the light while we have it.” 
Geralt hops onto Roach and starts back on the road at an easy pace, giving the women time to 
catch up. 
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The journey thus far has taken roughly two moons, and they are still only halfway to Kaer 
Morhen. Every town they stop in, they find work to earn a bit of coin to keep them going. 
Mostly they sleep on the road, camping out. But sometimes they manage to spare a few coin 
for two rooms at an Inn. 


There is no shortage of dirty looks for various reasons; Witcher’s are an unloved necessity. 
The two women tower over nearly every man they meet, and with one of them carrying a 
sword the size of a tree branch, it’s no wonder people stare and gawk. The two Witchers are 
used to it, but Aobhnait is not. 


They choose to take the more East route to their destination, going through Lyria. At one of 
the Inn’s there, Aobhnait finally snaps. “Why do they all look at you like you’re monsters?!” 
Her hands clench into fists on the table. “Everywhere we go, I can see it in their faces. They 
hate you. Some of them want to fuck you but then as soon as the mask of lust settles over 
them, it quickly switches out for one of disgust.” 


Geralt nods his head, giving Aoibhinn the floor, but also he wants to hear what she says. 
“People will always fear what they don’t understand. It’s been that way for as long as I’ve 
been around. We have strength and power - physical power. We wield magic. Those things 
are also traits of true monsters. We ride a thin line in their eyes. They see the surface and they 
see a killer. The tools of our trade that we wield are blood soaked and we wield them well.” 
She takes a long draw from her cup before she eyes the patrons around them. There are about 
thirty some-odd people that drink and chat, a few girls work the room, offering pleasures to 


those drunk enough to want them. “I could kill every single person in this building without 
taking a scratch. No one ‘ere is faster or stronger than me. I am a storm breaking fooken land 
with a bastard of a blade and that scares the shyte out of people.” 


“Stronger than him?” Aobhnait gestures casually to Geralt, her fingers flicking out and 
dancing above her mead. 


“She is.” Geralt’s answer is short and to the point, surprising no one at the table. They’ve 
been traveling companions for a fraction of the year and as such, have grown to know one 
another’s habits and mannerisms. 


Aoibhinn brandishes her dagger she keeps on her hip at nearly all times and stabs it into the 
wood, earning a wary look from a group of men seated at a table near them. But, then she 
smiles sheepishly, yanking the dagger from the wood and placing it back on her hip. “Sorry, 
thought ya were gonna say somethin’ stupid. Don’t mind me.” She gives Geralt a wink that is 
seen by everyone looking and her daughter makes a gagging sound. 


“Please mother, not in public at least.” She rolls her eyes and takes a small wedge of cheese 
from a plate and nibbles it before dipping a piece of torn bread into some oily concoction. 


“Well then,” Aoibhinn stands and stretches one arm across her chest, hooking with the other 
and pulling. “If you’ll excuse us.” She starts walking off to the room her and Geralt will share 
for the night, knowing he’s following her. 


“Why do you do that?” Geralt asks as they push into the room. 
She gives him a skeptical look. “What?” 


“We haven’t slept together since that night you went out into the storm. You tease me and let 
her think we’re an item.” There is a flash of pain on his face but he schools it quickly enough. 
The truth was they hadn’t been intimate since then. Aoibhinn was keeping him at arm's 
length, nervous to delve much deeper into the feelings she felt blossoming between them. 


“Are ye asking because you want ta fuck me, Dog?” 


There she goes with that fucking nickname, he thinks as he huffs and kicks off his boots. “You 
know I do.” Always so blunt. 


“And because we fucked before, ye think I owe it to ye now?” Her walls were back up, the 
thick metal barrier around her heart impenetrable. “Ye think because I fucked you once, I 
have to keep doing it?” She’s angry but not at him, Geralt has been nothing shy of perfect. He 
never touches unless she initiates it, only cuddling her in his sleep without meaning too. He 
had gone in for a kiss one of their first nights on the road but was met with a firm hand 
around his throat. He didn’t try that again. 


“Why do you make things so difficult, why is everything a confrontation? You are the most 
combative woman I’ve ever fucking met.” He glares at her, something close to contempt in 
his eyes, as he rips his leather armor off bit by bit. 


She stands, still clothed in her full armor, watching him tear at his own leather and steel. “I 
S’pose ye want a soft flower of a woman? A pretty flower for ye to fuck and pluck. Ye want a 
woman to give ye everything ye want and beg ye for more.” Her accent comes in full force, 
her hair a shimmering fire-storm that promises violence, and soon. 


“T don’t wa-” She throws a dagger, nearly missing his head, as it sinks into the wood of the 
wall behind him. 


“T’m not a fooken little girl, Dog. I’m a woman, and if I dahn’t want ta fook ye, then I won’t. 
I owe ye nothing! I’m not some fragile flower, ye don’t get to pluck me and own me until yer 
sick of me and cast me to the ground!” She rips the tall boot from her leg, staggering slightly 
as she works it off her foot, and chucks it at him, hitting him in the leg. “Fook ye fer thinking 
ye had any right to me! Any claim!” 


Geralt takes the boot from the floor in a swift movement and hurls it back at her, nailing her 
in the stomach. She doesn’t flinch, her armor still covering her body and taking the brunt of 
the blow. “Fuck you Aoibhe! I know you’re not a flower!” He charges at her, invading her 
space and leaning slightly into her face so that their noses are nearly touching. She glares at 
him, the gold around her iris dancing wickedly. “You’re a goddamn storm! You are a fucking 
tidal wave of fucking chaos and rage and when you talk I hear the fucking inferno’s of hell!” 
He grabs her face, squishing her cheeks and forcing her lips to part and pucker. “When I see 
these fucking lips move, when you say my name...” 


She slaps him. Hard. Her nostrils are flared when he rights himself from the impact, the look 
on her face turning murderous. “Go mbrise an diabhal cnamh do dhroma!” That the Devil 
may break your spine. 


“Fuck you too! Devil woman!” He throws his hands up, stalking away as he rips his shirt off 
and throws himself on the bed. 


His slight understanding of what she said sets her back, but it does nothing to soothe his 
entitled rage. “How did you know what I said?” Her words are like hot coals, popping in a 
massive pit. 


“Diabhal, it sounds like Devil.” His back is to her, huffing as he tries to pretend like he’s 
attempting to sleep. 


She stands there fully dressed, save one missing boot. “Is asal do-ghlactha tu!” You are an 
insufferable ass! She rips a paldron from her shoulder and hums it at him, nailing him in the 
head. “I’m not sleeping with you!” 


He doesn’t move. “Then get another room,” he growls. 


It’s the last straw. She takes a minute to strip out of her armor and her clothing, shedding it in 
record time. Geralt says nothing in the moment, hearing what she’s doing but not giving her 
the satisfaction of looking as she strips. She walks to where he lay on the bed and scoops him 
up in her arms. He flails a bit but her arms hold him firmly to her chest. She stalks around to 
the other side of the bed and plops him down. “Yer on my side of the bed.” 


He looks up, an argument on the tip of his tongue, but it stills as he takes her in. The flush on 
her skin, centered at her throat, spreads down over her freckled breasts and up to her cheek 
bones. The tip of her nose is blistering red and her eyes are dark, much like a field of dark 
amber honey. Honey, straight from the comb. He wants to soften, undo the argument, but he 
knows she won't take an apology. At least, not the verbal kind. Aoibhinn isn’t one for words, 
but acts of service. 


“Tf ye keep staring at my tits, I’m liable ta cut ye.” Despite her words, her chest puffs out a bit 
more, daring him. She doesn’t know what to do. She wants his touch but she fears the pain 
that may follow. Once they deliver her daughter to Kaer Morhen, there is no reason for him to 
stick around. He would return to his life, leaving her to return to hers. What was her life 
though? Wandering from place to place, fighting the monsters that she feels more kinship 
with than the human hands that paid her to cut said monsters down? Barely able to be a 
mother to her only daughter? Barely able to be human? She deserves happiness, she knows 
that. But who can she trust to give that to her? 


She clears her throat when he doesn’t answer, unmoving. “Your tits are perfect, I’m going to 
stare if you walk around naked. Fuck off.” 


She leaps onto the bed, wrapping herself around him and wiggling until she’s positioned 
behind him, snaking a strong arm around his throat. “I could choke the life from ye right now 
and no one would know.” 


“And I could leave and let you take this journey by yourself!” He snaps back at her, his head 
whipping to face her as her arm tightens. 


She softens. “You would threaten that? You would leave after everything?” 


He curses himself for the flash of pain across her features. Fuck, no, that’s not what I meant. 
He huffs and feels his lungs tighten before she allows the breath, not out of mercy but out of 
shock. “I’m not going anywhere Aoibhe. I’m here.” 


She unlocks his neck from her arm and sits on the side of the bed. Her back hunches as her 
face finds her hands and she buries her expression in them, hoping to hide it from the man at 
her back. ““You make me so angry.” 


“You make me furious.” He sits next to her and nudges her with his shoulder. “But I’'d 
weather any storm to be here.” 


A tear slides down her cheek and without hesitation, he leans in and licks it from her cheek. 
“Yer fooken weird, Geralt.” 


“No.” She looks at him, curiosity pulling her brows together. “I don’t want to be Geralt 
tonight.” His eyes are soft and pleading. 


“What do ye want?” Her spine stiffens and there’s a flicker of something in her eye that 
causes Geralt to shiver. 


“Whatever you want, Mistress.” He bows his head and sinks to his knees before her on the 
bed. “I?ll be whatever you want me to be, so long as it makes you smile.” 


“No, that’s not what I want.” She takes his hand and attempts to pull him to his feet but he 
remains. “I don’t want submission for my pleasure. I want it to be something that you want 
for you. I want you to feel safe with me, safe enough to surrender to me. I want to earn it, and 
until I do, I don’t want it.” 


“Then what do we do, what is the problem?” He leans in, his biceps perching on her thighs as 
he nestles his body between them. “Talk to me.” He reaches up and cups her face, imploring 
her. 


She doesn’t want to give in but the tug in her chest tells her she needs to come clean at least a 
little. “I’m afraid to love you, Geralt. Afraid to love anyone.” 


“Why are you so against love? What, did someone break your heart?” He rolls his eyes but 
she doesn’t say anything. “Aoibhinn, what happened?” 


“Tt’s stupid, really. Young love gone sour. You know how it goes.” She shrugs and throws her 
body back, lying flat on the bed. 


Geralt leans in, his nose grazing past her thigh. “Well, we aren’t young.” He licks the same 
spot on her opposite thigh. “And you are anything but sour.” He licks high on her thigh, 
making her arch her back as a soft sigh slips off of her tongue. 


“Geralt,” she sighs. His name on her lips sends a shiver across his shoulders, giving a sweet 
tingling feeling in his jaw. “Please don’t stop.” Her plea brings his lips higher until he presses 
a kiss to her spread sex. Her wetness glosses his lips and lights the fire. He wraps his arms 
around her thighs, pulling her ass further to the edge of the bed. He prys her thighs further 
apart to give him easier access. 


“Fuck, you taste so good.” His calloused fingers dig into the soft flesh of her inner thighs, 
grunting as he slips his tongue into her and swirls it around. She shutters slightly and grinds 
her hips down onto his face. “Ride my face, Little Fox.” 


She barks out a yelp when he bites down on her clit softly, but not soft enough. She slams her 
thighs closed around his head and he rips them back open with a bit too much force. 


He devours her, licking and biting at the wet flesh as the combination of her slick and his 
drool drip down her ass. Her rocking hips pick up speed, the promise of her orgasm within 
sight. He releases her thigh with one hand and slowly sticks his middle finger into her 
quivering cunt. She clenches around his finger as her hips stutter as he crooks the finger 
again and again, rubbing the sweet spot deep inside. “Please!” She bites out in a strangled 
whisper. “More, please more!” He adds another finger and begins pumping them in and out 
of her. “Harder,” she pleads with his hand, her own fingers shooting to his mop of silver and 
white, tangling tightly and yanking him closer to her. 


“Come for me, Aoibhe.” He feels her tighten more, she’s so close he can taste it. He adds a 
third finger and fucks her with them, twisting and curling them inside of her as he nips and 


sucks at her clit. It’s a matter of seconds before she stills, just for a breath, and then screams 
into her arm, muffling the sound. He doesn’t stop though, doesn’t stop sucking the throbbing 
nub of her clit into his mouth. It’s too much for her, she screams again and gasps, trying to 
roll out of his grip. 


“Please! It’s too much,” she pants, her eyes closed when she rolls over and frees herself. 


She takes one breath, then another, before she feels the velvety smoothness of his cock rub 
against her quivering opening. She gets no further warning before he slams into her, earning a 
third scream in less than a minute. Luckily this one is muffled into the bed. He fucks into her, 
his one come covered hand slamming across her ass with brute force as he grips her hip with 
the other. The smear of her come on her ass, glistening as the welts form, makes him grunt 
and reach for her hair. He wraps her wild mane in a tight fist and yanks her up against him. 


She pushes her ass out and arches her back, letting him slam into her abdomen with vicious 
strokes. With every thrust into her, she whimpers and gasps. The angle of her throat as she’s 
being held in the awkward arch makes it impossible to moan without choking. Geralt looks at 
her face, seeing the pleasure and pain plain as day etched across her heated face. 


He doesn’t relent when her eyes flutter open and roll back, another orgasm hitting her like a 
deluge as she goes stiff and claws at the bed to get away from his merciless punishment. He 
leans forward, releasing her just a bit, allowing her airway to open up as she gasps. He takes 
the hand from her hip and gently slips his index finger into her mouth, wetting it thoroughly. 
“T’m going to put this finger in your ass,” he growls into her ear as she sucks it eagerly. He 
can’t tell but he feels as if she nods in agreement. That’s enough for him. He takes the now 
slobbery finger and presses it between her cheeks as they bounce off him. He slows 
momentarily so he can push into her ass slowly. The sweetest sigh slips from her throat like a 
landslide when she sinks fully onto his finger. 


“T’m already going to come again, Geralt!”’ She fists her hands under her shoulders, chest 
plastered now to the sheets spread on the bed. Her body rocks violently in the throes of her 
climax, both of her holes tightening around Geralt. 


That’s all he can take, he grunts and slaps her ass once more as her orgasm peaks, emptying 
inside of her. He collapses onto her as she sinks fully to the mattress, their breaths in tandem. 
“Do you need anything before we pass out?” She looks at him quizzically. 


“What do you mean?” 
“Water, snacks, a bath? I can go get something from the barkeep.” 


She balks at him. No one has ever asked me that... It was always me asking. She nods and 
horsley says “Water, maybe some fruit?” 


He hops off of her and pulls on a pair of pants and a blouse that isn’t his before slipping from 
the door. She doesn’t move for a moment, afraid to even think. Why is he so nice? She finally 
sits against the wall on the bed. Grabbing a rag from his things, she wipes herself clean and 
pulls the comforter over her lap. When Geralt returns, he has a large bit of a bread loaf in his 
teeth, a wooden cup with water, and a small plate of local grapes and apples with a bit of 


honey on the side. He saunters over, eyes dropping to Aoibhinn’s bared chest. He makes a 
sound between a growl and a whine as he sets the food down before her. ““You earn your 
name with every moment that you exist.” 


“And yer ridiculous.” She rolls her eyes and rips at the bread with her teeth, taking too large 
of a chunk but stuffing it in her mouth regardless. 


“T love the way you eat.” There is nothing but adoration in his tone, but Aoibhinn still throws 
her index and middle finger in an up-yours gesture. 


He laughs and she rolls her eyes in response. “Ye love what I can fit in mah mouth, shut up.” 
She plops a grape in her waiting mouth before tossing one to Geralt, smiling when he catches 
it between his teeth. “Ah, he does tricks, does he?” Her eyebrows arch playfully in stark 
contrast with his scowl and she barks with laughter. 


“If I’m a dog, then where is my collar?” He asks mockingly. But, upon seeing her face in 
response, immediately regrets it. “Don’t you dare, ever. I'll shave your head.” 


“T don’t need my hair to kick yer lily-ass! Ye think I give two shytes about this,” she picks up 
a fistfull of her hair and gives it a tug. “If losing my hair gets ye in a collar, I’m tempted.” 


He has to fight the urge to toss the food from in front of her, desperately against the idea of 
something around his throat. “This is not up for discussion.” 


She seems to understand the tone and smiles, nodding. “Don’t worry, That’s not my thing.” 
He visibly relaxes. “Thank ye for the food.” 


Once she’s done eating, they both curl up into one another and find sleep easily. 
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Geralt comes-to in a haze. He can hear talking, hushed whispers. There’s a chill in the air 
around him and the smell of a fire curls around him. After a moment, his eyes flutter open, 
the feeling of deep sleep clinging to him. 


A chair. He’s sitting in a chair. His head luls to the side as if it’s too heavy but he jerks back 
up, glaring before him. The woman. The same woman from before. A sickening feeling of 
familiarity curls into his guts. The wildfire hair, the green and gold eyes. How did he forget 
that he was here once before? 


“Ye took something of mine. I warned ye.” She leans forward, demanding his attention, then 
she stands. “There is nowhere ye can take her that I cannot follow.” She walks around the 
table towards him. He tries to see the other faces around the table but they are a blur, all he 
can focus on is her, the woman. 


“You can follow but I don’t recommend it. I’Il protect her, both of them.” He tries to move 
his arm, to slam it on the table in emphasis, but he can’t move. 


“And what will ye do? Fight me? Who do you think taught my daughter how to fight?” 


“Bridin.” He bites out her name, a curse. 


She smiles and the sight of it tightens the sick feeling in the pit of Geralt’s stomach. “Ye may 
know my name, but ye don’t know what I’m capable of. I won’t let ye keep them from me.” 


“Will you send Fachtna after them again? I wonder how well he would fare against Aoibhinn 
a second time. Especially with only one arm.” It’s Geralt’s turn to smile, though it’s more of a 
cocky snarl. Bridin’s eyes go wide with rage, clearly not in the know about her lover. “She’s 
not a little girl anymore, neither of them are. And neither of them are yours to control.” 


She spins towards one of the blurred faces and says something in that tongue Geralt doesn’t 
understand. Then blackness. 


Chapter End Notes 


I will try to keep more updated on this. My oldest is starting school on monday so I 
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Hag 


Chapter Summary 


Bridin gets a much needed introduction. Aoibhinn and Geralt get closer to their goal, but 
first, a Grave Hag! 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you everyone for being patient with the chapter uploads. I basically wrote this in 
two days so please forgive any errors. 


Chapter Twelve 


Bridin moves down the old stone hallway like a loosened bolt, her heels hitting the worn 
stone with a rhythmic clacking. She stops in front of an ancient wooden door and takes a 
breath before knocking, entering without waiting for a reply. 


“Proinnseas,” Bridin nods to the woman sitting at a small round table, an open book before 
her as her long fingers flip a page. “Have ye made any progress?” The Sorceress waves her 
delicate free hand in Bridin’s direction, as if to say give me a moment. Bridin’s thick lips 
tighten into a thin frown but she stands quietly as she observes the other woman. Her long 
coarse black waves, streaked with grey at the front, cover half of her face. One visible dark 
brown eye flicking back and forth over a bit of text as she studies it. Her light brown skin 
illuminated by a small window over her shoulder, the stained glass casting a multitude of 
colors over a luxurious white satin dress. It hugs her athletic frame perfectly, a high collar 
hiding an old scar that starts at her throat and stretches down across her chest. 


The moment drags on as she flips the page once, twice, three times. Eyes flicking more 
rapidly as she loses herself in her research. Bridin clears her throat. “Proinnseas.” 


The woman looks up then, tucking her loose hair behind her ears. “Sorry, interesting read.” 
She sighs and closes the book after placing a silk marker to hold her place. “I haven’t been 
able to make any progress on finding him. I see water, a ship at sea, but not him.” 


“Is something blocking yer scrying?” Bridin’s brow curls down, an angry glint flashing in her 
eyes before she regains her composure. 


Proinnseas considers it, her long finger tapping her chin in contemplation while her 
awkwardly long nails drum on the wooden table. “Possible. But, it feels like he’s possibly 
hiding himself, not letting me see on purpose.” 


“Why would he do that?” Bridin’s hands ball to fists at her side, the leather of her bracers 
groaning as her forearms bulge with tension. “Find him!” The rage shakes her voice, causing 
Proinnseas to cock a warning eyebrow at her. 


“That’s no way to speak to a dear friend.” She holds her one cocked brow up and adds a 
smirk for a chilling effect. 


Bridin’s spine stiffens and her shoulders pull back. She pushes the rage down and inclines her 
head in apology. “Please, find him, will you?” 


“That’s more like it.” Proinnseas grins wickedly, curling her talons around the table and 
pushing herself back from it. The chair makes a loud scraping sound along the wooden floor 
as she stands and makes her way to a mirror. “Leave me, now.” The sorceress keeps her back 
to Bridin as she waves a hand before the mirror, pulling a bit of material from a small satchel 
on her hip. 


The Witcher backs out of the room, eyeing the other woman with equal amounts of respect 
and malice. 


38 2K 2 2 


“What do ye mean ye saw my mother?” Aoibhinn eyes Geralt suspiciously. 


He waves a hand in frustration. He’s already explained it the best he can a multitude of times 
and he doesn’t know how else to phrase it. “It was like a dream, but not. She was there and 
she spoke to me. I basically told her we hurt your father, er, Fachtna. She seemed upset and 
then she was gone.” 


“And there were others?” 
“Yes, but I couldn’t see them.” 
“What did the room look like, the one ye were in?” 


He tries to recall the space but it’s all such a blur. “It was old stone, wood rafters I think. I 
was sitting at the end of a long table, your mother at the other end.” 


“That’s her war room,” she says with disgust. “And yer sure it was my mother?” 
“Positive. She answered to her name when I said it.” 


She tenses, her entire body shivering in fear and anger. “Geralt...” She fists her hands and 
presses the heels of them to her eyes, seeing stars from the pressure. “She’ll be coming for 
us,” She says after a pause. 


“We can handle whatever she throws at us.” He tries to put a hand on her shoulder but stops 
when he sees her shaking. 


“It won’t just be her, Geralt. It’1l be her small army. Women that I trained with, people who 
owe her favors. She is merciless, Geralt. This isn’t just a task for her now, it’s a vendetta.” 
Hot tears threaten her vision as she tries to look at Geralt. 


“We have friends too, Aoibhe.” 


“Who?” She wipes at her eyes with a dirty hand as she leans against the base of a large tree. 
Aobhnait is off watering Siochain, her horse. 


“T have friends, people we can depend on. Let’s just try and get to Kaer Morhen and I should 
be able to reach them.” 


She sighs, resigning to his plans. “Well we better hurry ‘nd get there. We ‘ave nearly a season 
‘fore we are finally there, yeah?” Geralt nods and she stands to go fill Aobhnait in on what’s 
transpired. 


3 2K 2 2k ok 


They reach Kaedwen in record time, stopping only when sleep is desperately needed and 
when the horses need rest and water. 


“Do you think they’ ll be there when we get to Kaer Morhen?” Her daughter pokes at the fire 
she built absently, intent eyes on the flames as she waits for her mother’s response. 


“They couldn’t possibly know where we’re going, and even if they did, they wouldn’t be able 
to get there before us. We’ll ‘ave time.” 


“Time to what?” Aobhnait’s brow pulls down in the center, her focus on the conversation as 
she flips a small log. 


Aoibhinn tosses another log, sending the dancing embers up and out. Her daughter reels back 
from the explosion of flames and glares at her mother but says nothing. “Time to prepare for 
them to come for ye, for us. They won’t let what I did stand. Once Fachtna reaches Kaer 
Siorai, there will be hell ta pay. We need to be ready for them.” 


“And what will the three of us be able to do against them? I can’t fight!” She glares at her 
mother, the warm light from the fire dancing across their shared features. 


Geralt chimes in finally. “I have friends there. Few, but capable. I’Il also be able to reach a 
few people once I get there.” 


Aobhnait and Aoibhinn both look at him, the question they had both been dying to ask 
dancing on their lips. Who? 


He seems to sense the question in the air, the smoke of the fire delivering it unto his ears. 
“Yennefer, and my... daughter... Ciri. Possibly Yaskier, but he’s no good in a fight. He likes to 
watch though.” 


The way he says the first woman's name plays through Aoibhinn’s head. “Yennefer. I’ve 
heard of her. She’s a powerful sorceress. And she’s,” She pauses to find the words. “She’s 
important to ye.” 


Geralt nods, terrified about how his next words might be his last. “She’s as important to me 
as Ciri. As important to me as the both of you.” 


Aoibhinn considers his choice of words carefully. “She’s a lover, then.” It isn’t a question but 
he nods in affirmation all the same. “And ye were worried about telling me because ye 
thought I’d be jealous?” He nods again, not daring to meet her eyes. “Geralt,” She throws a 
small rock at him and laughs as it nails him in the forehead. “I am not yer keeper, yer allowed 
to love whoever ye love. So long as they love ye back.” 


His eyes shoot up to meet hers then, eyes locked in a state of incredulous questioning. “You 
don’t care that I love her?” 


She laughs lightly, the sound like plum blossoms on the breeze to his ears. “Geralt, I am no 
more in control of yer heart than I am mine. I fought loving ye like I fight monsters. And yet, 


here ye are. Nestled in like a fucking burrowing beetle.” She gestures to her chest, tapping 
roughly on the leather breast just above her heart. 


Aobhnait looks at her mother when the word love is mentioned, but says nothing. 


“She might not feel the same as you.” He remembers momentarily the time Yen had set the 
bed he and Triss had shared alight in flame simply because they had fucked in it. “She isn’t 
as keen on sharing.” 


“We will cross that burning bridge when we get to it.” She tosses another rock at him, though 
not as hard. It hits his chest and he smirks, casting a cursory glance at both women. “If ye 
love her, she must be a good person. Do ye think she’II help us?” 


“She might throw a fit, but I think she will. We might end up owing her a favor after.” He 
picks up a stick and absently breaks it into smaller and smaller pieces. 


Aoibhinn looks at her daughter for a moment, her short life flashing before her eyes. “So long 
as she’s safe. I’1l do what I need to get her to help us.” 


“Yen is a fan of groveling.” He recalls such instances with a half smile. 
Aoibhinn huffs and laughs. “She’d be so lucky.” 


They leave the discussion at that, the three of them retiring on the forest floor to a restless 
night of sleep. 


3 2K 2 2s 


The snow comes down in heavy droplets, clinging to their hair and lashes in an unforgiving 
onslaught. They are in the heart of Kaedwen now, so close to Kaer Morhen that they can each 
taste it. 


They near Ard Carraigh at a slow gallop, the city gates looming above them. The ivory and 
green buildings reach into the heavens before them, promising safety and potential treachery. 


“We'll be safe here?” Aoibhinn asks as they clomp through the gates. The men posted there 
eye them for the silver on their backs but say nothing as they pass. 


“As safe as we can be until we move on. It’s a large enough city, we can blend in. Maybe we 
can earn some coin before we head on through.” 


“T can check the message boards while you ask local Innkeeps?” She tugs gently on the 
reigns of Rust, preparing to separate from him. 


He pulls Roach to follow her. “We should stay together... Just in case. I don’t want to 
separate while we are this close to safety.” She nods and they both follow her. 


38 2K 2 is ok 


“A Grave Hag.” Aoibhinn pulls the paper from the board. “Look,” she hands the piece of 
parchment to Geralt as he takes and studies it. 


“Children missing, taken in the night. Bodies missing from graves. Seems likely, and an easy 
job for the two of us.” 


Aobhnait reads over Geralt’s shoulder. ““What’s a Grave Hag?” 


The Witchers both look to one another but Aoibhinn speaks first. “It’s a fiend. Uses children 
to do it’s dirty work. A piper of sorts.” Her daughter nods, taking the parchment from Geralt 
and studying it. 


“So we’ll take the job, then?” 


“We will, Geralt and I. Not you, you’ll stay at the Inn whenever we find it.” She snatches the 
parchment from her daughter and folds it, tucking it into her breast. 


“T can help!” Her daughter stomps her foot into the muddy pathway in front of the message 
board and balls her fists at her sides. “I’m capable!” 


Geralt takes a half step back. 


Aoibhinn eyes her daughter and gives her a once over. “You can fight, I know that, Mo 
Lasair. But yer no Witcher. If this is what we think it is, it’s no simple beast. It’s a Hag. I 
don’t want to go through all of this trouble only ta have ye fall at the hands of some decrepit 
monster.” 


“Fine.” Aobhnait crosses her arms, glaring between the two Witchers, and storms off into the 
city proper. 


“Should we let her go?” Geralt eyes Aoibhinn seriously. 


She laughs as she watches her daughter storm off. “Do ye want ta get cut, because I don’t. 
Let her be, she’ll be fine fer now. Let’s go secure this contract and get rid of the beastie, then 
we'll find her.” 


He nods and follows after her as she heads to the marked location on the poster. 


3 2K 2 is 


They arrive promptly at the church. To the right is a deep graveyard that seems to sink back 
into the woods that surround the area. They step through an unlocked wrought iron gate into 
the graveyard where a man of the clergy stands, attending a fresh headstone. 


He hears them approach but says nothing as he arranges a small cluster of flowers before the 
headstone. It’s smaller than the surrounding ones. 


“Excuse me,” Aoibhinn starts. “Did you post this job?” She extends the piece of parchment 
and waits for him to turn. 


When he does, she notes his red puffy eyes and solemn demeanor. “I did,” he answers 
without looking at the paper. 


“We would like to help,” Geralt speaks from behind the other Witcher. “We believe you have 
a Grave Hag, and we would like to assist.” 


“For coin no doubt.” The man's eyes drift to the side, ignoring their presence completely. 


“We work like every other, we do deserve compensation like anyone else taking a job.” 
Geralt notes Aoibhinn’s stiffening posture and steps in front of her. 


“Very well, I can offer fifty coin for the job.” The man tugs at the white collar at his throat, 
observing the nearby graves as he does so. 


“We can have it done by morning for seventy.” Geralt tucks his thumb into a leather strap 
across his chest. 


The man scoffs audibly, rolling his eyes and meeting Geralt's gaze. “Of course, take what 
little we have.” 


It’s Geralt’s turn to scoff. “I’ve seen the church, know it well. You are one of the more 
prominent churches in Ard Carraigh. You want for nearly nothing and I could ask for a 
hundred more coin and not make a dent in the church’s coffers. Normally, I’d ask for two- 
hundred and even then, that would be a small sum for the job you’re asking for.” 


The man rolls his eyes once more, casting a glance to Aoibhinn for a moment. He sees her 
sword and her frame and it seems to sober him somewhat. “Ill give you what you’re asking 
for, just make sure it’s done by dawn. I can’t have any more children buried here.” He turns 
from them and heads back into the church through a side door. 


“Yer familiar with this place?” Aoibhinn places a hand on Geralt’s shoulder as she studies the 
small headstone. Divoles Mansissed, the stone reads. Only eight when he passed. 


“T am.” He turns out of her palm and heads to the back of the graveyard. She follows, 
expecting a story but is met with nothing but silence. 


“How do we want to handle this?” She jogs after him softly, noting the sun starting to dip 
below the horizon. 


He shrugs, sitting at the base of a large tree and closing his eyes. “Like we deal with anything 
else. Murder it.” 


She laughs, a tight grin pulling across her lips. “May our silver find it’s mark.” 


They both sit, hip to hip and shoulder to shoulder, waiting for the sun to set so they might 
catch the Hag in action. 
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The sun begins to dip behind the thick treeline of the graveyard, the last flecks of sunlight 
streaming through the leaves and dancing absently amongst the grass and grave markers. The 
setting of the sun brings a new level of chill, the dusting of snow that persisted through the 
day turning quickly to flurries and thick clumps of white death. Both of their eyes open at 
once as the last beams of light vanish. Their breath mingles before them, thick plumes of fog 
as their lungs fill and empty in unison. She looks to him, and him to her, their glowing eyes 
meeting and blinking in tandem. About two inches of snow has settled over the both of them, 
burying them slightly in fluffy white chaos. 


“She’s here,” Aoibhinn states without breaking eye contact. “Two rows down and three 
over.” 


They both look to the Hag as she crawls from the woods and begins stalking through the 
graveyard. Her grey skin, covered in boils and blisters. Her thin clumps of hair hanging over 
her slacked face. Her thin lips part slightly to reveal two rows of gnarled and mangled fangs, 
broken only by a long tongue that protrudes from the gaping maw; long and green and 
covered in boils, just like her skin. Her bloated body jiggles and sways with her awkward 
gate as she makes her way to a headstone. Her gnarled claws rake over it as she pulls a small 
stick from a fold of flesh. She places the thing to her lips and blows, an eerie sound floating 
from the other end of it. The tune is offkey and unsettling, nearly child-like in its progression. 
It wafts near them and then past them, drifting off lazily through the trees at their back. 


“Tt’s now or never,” Geralt whispers in a hushed tone. 


Aoibhinn places her right hand to the hilt of her sword on her back, ready as ever. “Let’s 
fooken slay.”” She grins that murderous smile at Geralt and begins to charge at the Hag. Her 
bloodlust is thick, so thick that she doesn’t hear Geralt call after her in warning. 


As she nears the monster, she brings the sword up and just as she brings it above her head, a 
small child appears from a cloud of mist before her. It stands before the Hag, blocking the 
path of her sword. She grins and slices through the apparition of the child, dealing a direct 
blow to the Grave Hag before her. A thin line of blood appears across the chest of the Hag, 
dripping red droplets onto the snow. 


The Hag sloughs back, bringing the piece of wood once again to her lips. Aoibhinn can see 
now that it’s a small rib with holes bored through it. A child’s rib. The tune that comes out of 
it is more frantic than the one before, but just as intoxicating. Aoibhinn is close enough to the 
monster that she can hear her haggard breathing as she plates the piece of rib. 


Aoibhinn hacks and slashes at the monster, doing her best to land any type of blow, but they 
all miss as the Hag dances back and plays her entrancing tune. 


Geralt calls out for her but she ignores it, dead set on cutting down the piece of shit before 
her. Her silver claymore sings in a delicate and deadly arc, aimed each time at the Hag’s chest 
and head. 


Geralt sees the children gathering at the edge of the graveyard before Aoibhinn. Each of them 
in a dazed state as they answer the call of the rib flute. 


“Aoibhe, the children!” Geralt calls out over the sound of the instrument, hoping against 
everything that she hears and understands. 


Aoibhinn nods, her head luling back as she looks at him over her shoulder. She blows him a 
kiss as she leaps off of a decrepit headstone and lands a blow on the Hag’s back, finally. She 
spins, swinging through her last lunge and scrapping the thigh of the monster on her upswing. 


The Hag howls in pain then, dropping the flute for a moment into the snow. She lunges at 
Aoibhinn with claws at the ready. But, the Witcher is more than prepared. She leans back, 
bending at the waist at a ninety-degree angle and grins wickedly as the claws swipe above 
her, missing completely. 


The children begin to climb over the wrought iron fence, some of them piercing and cutting 
themselves on the pointy ends on the top. The shamble forward, void of life and reason, 
towards the Hag and the Witcher. Aoibhinn crouches low, taking a step back and bracing her 
elbows on her knees. Geralt sees the signal and launches into action. As the Hag brings down 
a large set of claws, Geralt reaches Aoibhinn and launches off of her back, bringing his sword 
down into the Hags skull. The thick KA-THUNK sound reverberates into his shoulders and 
causes him to shudder. She still isn’t down though as he yanks the silver from her head and 
readies himself on the opposite side. 


“High-Low,” Aoibhinn yells. Geralt hears and crouches to go low as Aoibhinn leaps with the 
power of her thighs alone to deliver a blow from on high. As the blade sinks into the 
monster's shoulder, Geralt sweeps the legs and his blade sinks into the tendons at the backs of 
the knees, buckling the creature. 


It hobbles a bit, slashing wildly with obnoxious claws as it falls to the snow. Just as Aoibhinn 
is about to deliver another blow, a small boy grabs at her legs, yanking her to him and 
knocking her off balance. She picks the boy up by his underarms and chucks him gently into 
the snow only to be swarmed by three more children. Then claw at her and clack their teeth 
menacingly. She places her palm to their face and shoves them back as gently as she can 
before she tries to mount the Hag. As she does, another young man, roughly 16 years in age, 
tackles her and nearly knocks her off her querre. 


Frustrated, she leaps up and grabs the young man, holding him by his throat and tossing him 
with far too much aggression. His head slams into a stone and he goes still. She doesn’t even 
have time to check him before two young women around the same age slam into her 
midsection. 


“Geralt!” She yells out as she goes down. 


He slides through the snow to the Hag and plunges his silver sword between the creature's 
ribs, wiggling it viciously to do as much damage as possible. It lets out a wail of pain as it 
sinks to the snow, clawing at its side to relieve itself of the pain. 


“Fuck you, you cankerous bitch!” Geralt yells as he pulls the blade back and launches an 
assault on the Hag’s neck, lobbing it’s head from its neck. 


The children fall into the snow like dominos, the tether tying them to the Hag being severed. 
Geralt collapses into the snow with a huff and does his best to regain his composure. 


“That was fun, eh?” Aoibhinn comes to stand above Geralt, her shit-eating grin on display for 
him and the moon above. “Maybe we should look into doing this professionally,” she jests. 


“You are the worst kind of person, I swear.” 
“All the same, I’m yer kind of person.” 
“T hate you sometimes.” 


“Sure Dog, ye hate me. Get up. Let’s go get a drink.” She extends her hand to his prone 
figure and hoists him up with no effort. 


“T want the hard stuff, I’m sick of ale.” He wipes a clump of black ooze from his brow and 
eyes one of the children at his feet. “We should bring them home.” 


“Aye, and ye know where they live? We’ll tell the fuck from the church, he can figure it out.” 
She pats his back as she leads him towards the church doors, wiping her blade clean in the 
snow and then taking Geralt’s blade and doing the same. 


Silus 


Chapter Summary 


The trio find a mob of men on the hunt, leading them to an old friend of Aoibhinn's. 
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Chapter Thirteen 


As they leave Ard Carraigh, the forest looms before them, promising nothing good. The snow 
continues to fall around them, laying a blanket of crisp white before them and their horses. 
The sun begins to set to the right of them as they head north. They don’t stop to rest, as they 
had rested during the day after the fight with the Hag. 


Aobhnait is still quiet and blistering at being left out of the fight, sent away like a bothersome 
child. 


“There are no large cities between here and home.” Geralt rides in front, leading the way to 
Kaer Morhen, just two weeks' ride from where they had set off from. “I hope you both have 
what you need.” 


“T got supplies while I was left behind.” Her tone is clipped as she rides in the middle of the 
two Witchers. “But if you expect me to cook the food I bought for us, I expect some 
grovelling.” A small pebble strikes Geralt square in the back of the head but he continues as 
if nothing happened. 


“Here that, Dahg?” Aoibhinn lets out a peal of laughter at the back of his head from the back 
of the procession. “You’ll have to get those pretty knees dirty!” 


“You too, Mathair!” The young woman snaps at her mother, her head whipping around in a 
rage. “You left me behind, same as him!” She points an accusatory finger to the white-haired 
Witcher before her. Her lips pull into a snarl and the whined whips at her wild curls like a 
small storm. 


“Td rather ye mad than dead, girl.” Her tawny colored eyes flicker gold as she glares at her 
daughter, daring her to question her judgment. 


“Ridiculous,” the younger woman whispers under her breath. 

“Shut up.” Aoibhinn’s head whips to the right and cocks slightly to the side. 
“What the f-” 

“T said shut up,” she hisses. “Listen.” 


Geralt and Aobhnait lean in, trying to hear what the female Witcher hears. Geralt hears it 
first; a low rumble of stomping feet and chatter. The faintest sound of torches crackling. 


“Company,” Aoibhinn states plainly as she pulls on the reins of Rust, steering her into the 
tree line to the left. The other two follow her lead wordlessly, finding some cover and 
dismounting from their horses. “Stay low.” It isn’t a request. 


They watch as the moments drag on, the sound of trampling feet growing louder by the 
second. The last of the leaves rustle aimlessly above them, snow quickly filling the 


impressions their footfalls made just moments before. They sink slightly deeper into their 
hiding spots at the sound of multiple voices growing nearer. 


When the flickering firelight of torches begins to reach them in the darkness, they duck low. 
A mob of men approach, each mumbling quietly to one another as they shuffle along through 
the snow. The Witchers catch a few words, murmurs of a large beast that lurks in the wood 
nearby. 


“They are on the hunt,” Geralt whispers to the women, barely audible over the clamoring of 
the mob. 


Aoibhinn tenses, almost standing when she hears the words horned devil. “We should 
follow.” Geralt seems to hesitate, but concedes without arguing. 


Aobhnait watches the gathering of able-bodied men intently, listening as each man discusses 
how they will slay the beast. Without a breath, she lifts and follows them, her mother and 
Geralt right on her heels. They weave deftly over the road a few times, keeping mostly to the 
trees and shadows. The mob slows after another two miles, all of them gesturing vaguely to a 
ribbon tied to a thin birch tree. 


“This is the place,” one of them says clearly to another. The other man answers with a grunt 
before gripping his sickle to his chest and being the first to venture into the wood. 


“What do you think they are hunting,” Geralt asks quietly. 


Aoibhinn pauses, studying the area, sensing it to the best of her ability. “I’m not sure, but 
tonight will not end well fer those men if we do not intercede.” 


“Maybe we should leave them to their fate then.” Her daughter's voice is hushed but laced 
with venom. 


Aoibhinn glares at her daughter, a look only a mother could give. As if to say J taught you 
better. “We never decide the fates of men. We are no less monsters than what they hunt, at 
least in their eyes.” Her gaze swings back to the group of men as they leave the road and 
trespass into the wood. “It is our duty to save men from themselves, that is the true task of a 
Witcher. Without us, man would surely walk into the waiting maw of any waiting beast.” 


Geralt nods, not necessarily in agreement, but in understanding. Aobhnait sighs and grits her 
teeth, unsure but willing to follow her mother into the pits. 


3 2K 2 2s 


The snow washes them in an unforgiving blanket of cold and stinging promise. They track 
the men for a few miles, deeper and deeper into the woods. They stay low, slinking through 
the shadows. They know the mob won’t see them, but whatever they hunt... 


Aobhnait hisses when her dress snags on a bramble bush, yanking the fabric free but leaving 
a good portion behind. Her mother gives her a look but fights the smile as a thread unravels 
up the skirt, still snagged on the bramble. 


“Fack!” The thinner woman hisses again as she tries to untangle her clothing. The thrashing 
catches the attention of one of the men ahead - hanging at the back and keeping a weathered 
eye peeled. 


The trio halts instantly, throwing themselves to the snow covered forest floor. They halt their 
breathing, waiting for the mob to continue. 


“Who’s there?!” A man's voice, a scared voice. 


The two Witcher’s share many pointed looks, communicating silently on what to do. 
Aoibhinn glares at Geralt and nods her head as if to say What's the worst? 


“No!” He spits, so quiet even Aobhnait doesn’t hear. 


Aoibhinn grins wickedly anyway, as if to ask forgiveness before she does something 
inherently stupid. She pops up from her position in the snow and shuffles quickly into view 
of the mob. Geralt curses her loudly before getting to his feet as well, extending a hand to 
Aobhnait to assist. 


“Hello gents!” Her accent all but gone, her tone pleasant. 


“Aye, what do we ‘ave here?” One of the men at the back slacks towards her, a hand on a 
sword that has seen better days. “A little lady lost in the woods?” 


Another man next to him snickers, “That’s no Jittle lady.” 


Aoibhinn walks into their torch light then, her chin held high and a smile on her full lips. 
“I’ve come to join your hunt.” She motions behind her, “the three of us.” 


One of them curses as Geralt walks into view, Aobhnait in tow. “Witcher...” 


“Aye, we are Witchers. Trained to kill whatever it is you might be hunting.” The smile on her 
face is strained, nothing about this feeling right. 


“We have no need of you, best be on your way. You’ll find no coin here.” The man 
addressing them now spits on the ground before him. 


Aoibhinn’s grin falters then. “I think you’ll find it hard to get rid of two Witchers.” 


A rolling laughter from the hoard. When the laughter settles, one of them speaks. “And where 
is this other Witcher?” The man speaking eyes Aoibhinn, his slimy blue eyes slithering down 
her frame and then flicking to her daughter. 


Aoibhinn draws her dagger then, flicking it in her fingers. “I think you’ll find that if ye look 
at her like that again, ye might find yerself without a cock.” The man has the decency to 
swallow. Hard. 


“Such sweet cunts shouldn’t be out in the deep dark woods, even in the company of a beast.” 
The new man speaking spits at them and snarls at Geralt. 


“Why do they always tempt us so sweetly,” Aoibhinn says to Geralt, loud enough for them all 
to hear. “They sing songs of our lethalness, yet here they are, spitting at two Witchers.” Her 
gaze drags slowly to the man that spat at Geralt, a glint of a promise in her eyes. 


It clicks for them then, the grin on her face answers enough. “So the bastard monsters take 
quims now, I never heard of such a thing.” There is laughter in his voice, his mouse-brown 
hair shaking with the chuckle. 


It isn’t the two Witchers that move now, no. Aobhnait stalks forward, her ripped skirt 
revealing a bit too much of her upper thigh, her hip. She stomps towards the man who had 
just spoken, a young fucker with shit colored hair and shit colored eyes. She doesn’t go for 
the obvious slap that her mother expected her to sling. She grabs the back of the young man's 
head and punches her elbow into his nose. Blood sprays violently across her dress and the 
snow as he cups his face and doubles over. 


“If a human cunt could do that, imagine what a Witcher cunt could do. Or did you not notice 
the blade strapped to her back, longer than your combined cocks?” She cocks her head to the 
side, her upper lip tugging up in a snarl. 


The man lurches forward and attempts to tackle Aobhnait but she side steps it easily, 
slamming the same elbow into the back of his head as he lunges. She leans down and grabs 
him by the hair, a knife magically appearing in her hand as she presses it to his throat. “That 
was just my one elbow boy, imagine what the rest of my body could do.” 


“Fuck.” It’s all Geralt says before a small chuckle erupts from him. 


Aoibhinn laughs too, “That’s my girl!” Her daughter glares at her, a glimmer of appreciation 
but clearly not in the mood for her brand in support. 


Aobhnait drops the boys head and returns to her mother and Geralt, knife disappearing in her 
ruined skirt. 


“What are ye hunting?” The knife still spins in her grip. The boy that Aobhnait had 
emasculated spits blood and glares at the men at his back, as if to beg them to do something, 
anything. They do nothing but glare and gawk. Aoibhinn rolls her eyes. “We ask no coin, we 
simply want to help.” 


The truth of it was that Aoibhinn had a bad feeling about the mob of men marching through 
the deep dark forest. Even in their numbers - maybe thirty - they were too brave, too brazen. 
While it was her duty to protect man, the other side of that coin was to protect beasts. Beasts 
that were innocent and harmless. She couldn’t know what they were hunting, but the fact that 
there were so many, the fact that they were stupid enough to brave the forest after sun 
down... Something about it was wrong, all wrong. 


“A beast of a monster. Taller than most of the trees in this forest. Covered in hair with horns 
like branches,” the older man speaks, emerging from the throng of testosterone. “He lures 
away our young, our women. He must be put down.” 


“We only wish to help.” It’s all Geralt will say as he stares down the gathering of men, men 
he suspects are cowards of the worst kind. 


“Then come on,” the old man says to the trio. “The one with the knife seems menace 
enough,” he looks at Aobhnait. The young shit-stain that she had thoroughly humiliated 
stands and balks at his elder, wanting to argue. He stops, words dying behind his teeth as the 
elder sneers at him, disgust in his eyes. He looks at the trio then, “The beast is just up ahead, 
if our scouts are reliable.” 
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They walk for a while, sharing glances amongst their small band. Finally, the Witchers catch 
wind of something. Something inherently magical, the scent of Summer and revelry, joy and 
resignation. Not the smell of a beast or a monster. The wind blows through the snow, 
obliterating the scent of Summer and fresh picked berries and herbs. The faint tinkling of 
music on the wind rises and falls as they near, the sound ethereal. The music is both the 
sound of beginnings and ends, of starts and finishes. The sound of string, of drum, of a low 
thrumming hum. They are not alone in the woods, and the sensation that plucks through each 
of them is that they never had been. 


“You should hang back,” Aoibhinn tells the mob of men. She gets her answer in sneers and 
spit. “It isn’t a request.” She draws her blade as she finishes speaking. End of discussion. 


They hesitate, as expected. “It is our beast to slay, he took from us.” The shit head speaks. 
“Die if ye want, then.” A challenge. 


Aobhnait steps up then. “Let them go first, spare your men. Why die when we could do it for 
free?” 


“Why are you so willing to die for us,” The older male speaks. 


Geralt speaks finally, “Perhaps it is not you that we risk our lives for.” A few of the men spit, 
but they don’t move an inch. 


“By all means, face the beast then.” The elder steps to the side as some sort of grand gesture. 
“We'll be here when you fail.” 
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“Fuck them,” her daughter spits. “They think they are so righteous.” 


Aoibhinn’s shoulders shake with a laugh she stifles. They continue their stalking forward, 
towards the breathing of a great thing. Finally, they reach the edge of a clearing, no other 
living person in sight. But, the sounds of the wood, even in the dead of Winter, drowns them 
out. Birds of a dozen types, small creatures scurrying about, a great and gentle wind moving 
to caress and tear asunder. 


“We’re here.” Geralt's lantern eyes flash in the small torch that Aobhnait carries, causing her 
breath to hitch. 


“Stay low, don’t interfere.” Aoibhinn’s voice is rough, her voice floating around the fat snow 
drops that now drift down into the clearing. 


Her daughter hesitates, trying to sharpen her sight on her mother. “What is it?” 


Aoibhinn scents the air, not just for smell, but for magic. The air is thick with it, choking. 
Something not of this realm. The wafts of magic melt around her, soaking her hair and 
clothes. The smell of a court that Aoibhinn had managed to visit in her youth, the one time 
she ventured into the Feywild. The Summer Court. The smell of berries and fresh turned 
earth. The smell of sun drenched clouds and day drinking. The smell... of lovers laughing. 
“An Amber Father.” 


‘What the fuck is th-” 


“Hello Aoibhinn,” The voice cracks through their whispers, through their skulls. Even 
without ears, they would have heard him, felt his words. The sound is that of tree roots 
rutting through the soil, of a landslide in perpetual motion. “It has been some time.” 


“What’s two-hundred years between friends?” Aoibhinn smiles, her white teeth glinting in 
the fire light as a mountain of a creature moves into view. 


A chuckle echoes from the creature’s chest. If his voice had been a landslide, then his laugh is 
an earthquake. His face moves into the light of the fire, the sound of trees creaking as he 
pushes them gently to the side to make way for his massive form. 


The face of the beast steals the breath from Geralt and Aobhnait both. His skin is something 
akin to tree bark with all of its wrinkles, his slotted nose pushed up into the folds. Large ears 
jut from the sides of his head, the tips like twigs as they flick past leaves and smaller 
branches. It’s his eyes though, it’s his eyes that take their breath. Deep set into his weathered 
skull, the color of Autumn, as if every leaf of the forest had lent them their hue. Browns and 
yellows, russet pumpkin melding with fervent green, flecks of red glinting in the torch that 
now trembles in Aobhnait’s hand. 


“It’s been too long, Silus. How are you? How is Faith?” Aoibhinn takes a daring step forward 
towards the beast, his body still encased in shadow and hidden. 


The wind whips past as he lets loose another laugh. Not the wind, Geralt realizes, but the 
breath of the beast. The smell of rotten acorns and underbrush, with a hint of wine. “It has 
indeed been too long.” Each word seems to stretch on, wrapping around each of their bodies 
like a caress. “She is good, my lovely storm-kissed. She would be happy to see you.” The 
forest moves around them as he shifts, his body coming more into view. From the neck down, 
it seems, he’s covered in dark brown fur. The bark of several nearby trees groan and crack as 
he pushes through. “What have you brought me, young one?” He looks from mother to 
daughter, barely glancing at Geralt. 


“Td like you to meet my offspring, Aobhnait.” She gently takes her daughter’s hand and tugs 
her forward into view. 


“Ah,” he laughs again and the sound ripples through the woods and their chests. “A flame 
indeed.” He stretches out an arm across the clearing, reaching for the younger red-haired 
woman. She recoils slightly before he stops just shy of her. His fingers straighten and he 
holds it there, in greeting. She takes his longer middle finger in her hand and gives it a gentle 
shake. He huffs in approval as his arm snakes back into the darkness, the trees groaning once 
again with his effort. “What brings you to me, child?” The question is directed to Aoibhinn. 


“A mob waits about a mile away, seeking to hunt you. They claim you have stolen women 
and children.” 


His snarl shivers the trees and shakes their spines loose from their ribs. “I’ve done no such 
thing!” If his laugh was an earthquake... his rage was... something abhorrently different. His 
voice was like drowning, having all the air forced from you as you choke and sputter on salt 
water. He growls, the sound forming words. “I take the beaten and lost, give them a home of 
eternal Summer. I give them freedom.” 


Aobhnait sucks in a chilling breath, “You kill them?” 


He roars, “No!” His foot slams down into the earth as he steps forward towards her. The earth 
shudders with the motion, a tree falls somewhere in the darkness. “I bring them to my home, 
stupid girl! I give them peace from their tormentors, their abusers, their fear!” 


“Easy Silus,” it’s not a calming tone, but a warning one. “She didn’t understand.” She looks 
to her daughter with a stern expression. “Silus is Fey. Unlike most of the Fey, he is able to 
come and go from the Feywild, a key from-” She looks to Silus with a sly grin. “It was a 
unicorn that gave you the Fey Key, was it not?” 


“A unicorn?” Her daughter's voice is a low hiss of awe. 


“Meady, my... Patron.” Silus seems to calm, the ground groaning as he sits to see them more 
clearly. He waves a hand and summons a moving painting of a stark white horse with a horn 
protruding from his head. He chuckles warmly before adding, “He loves sweets, candy.” The 
forest breathes with his laughter, the warm air from it brushing their faces. 


“Silus, my friend, you need to-” 


“Friend?!” The voice of the shit-boy startles them all, so focused on one another. “The 
Witchers are friends with the monster,” he yells over his shoulder to the rest of the mob. 


Geralt and Aoibhinn draw their swords. One steel and one silver. Silus doesn’t move from his 
seated position. Aobhnait steps behind her mother and Geralt, closer to Silus. 


The murmuring of the crowd grows to a furious roar in the silent woods. Shouts and spits of 
anger. The elderly man steps to the front of the crowd, an axe now in his hand that wasn’t 
there before. “What is this?” 


Aoibhinn tries to keep her voice steady, her face serene. “This creature is no monster, and he 
will leave of his own will, not to return.” She looks over at Silus who wears a smug smirk on 
his ancient face. 


“Blood will pay for blood! He killed our young and feeble,” a voice shouts from somewhere 
in the throng. 


Aobhnait scoffs, “Feeble? Is that how you see your women?” 
The shit-boy spits on the ground. “I guess better that they’re dead then a monster whore.” 


“And those will be yer last words.” Aoibhinn moves to charge as Geralt grabs for her. She 
slips his wasted attempt to subdue her easily enough, shouldering him the jaw when he 
lunges again for her. 


Her feet are lightning on the soil. She’s before the mob in the blink of an immortal eye, Silus’ 
chortle resonating through the snow drenched forest. Before another blink, she casts the 
sword into the ground before the shit-boy. Her fist connects with his jaw and the sound of his 
teeth clanging together is like a tree branch snapping. He flies back into another man, sending 
them both to the ground. She keeps her momentum as she tackles another, her shoulder 
spearing his ribs as she tosses him like a hay bale. As she reaches for a third man, a pitchfork 
sails towards her and she spins, dodging it like she choreographed it. She plucks the handle of 
the pitchfork from the air and spins it so that the handle cracks against the head of a startled 
man with fewer teeth than brain-cells. The sound of his orbital bone shattering skips over the 
snow and fuels her frenzy. She spins the pitchfork, smacking another in the throat and then 
another in the groin. 


Seconds pass as she moves through the band of simpletons. Bones crack left and right as she 
drops the pitchfork and continues on with her knuckles, knees, and elbows. 


It’s less than a minute later when she stops, each of the thirty-or-so men lying prone and 
groaning. Geralt fights the smile as a howl sounds around the clearing. He realizes with a 
shiver it’s the Amber Father whistling in awe. The gesture seems too mundane, too human. 


Aoibhinn huffs again and again, regaining her breath as she stalks back to her lover and 
daughter. Her giant friend gives her a smirk and a knowing nod. “I see the centuries have not 
soothed that rage in you, Brionnaithe Tine.” Fire Forged. 


“And what would you do, Ancient One, if someone called Mealla a whore?” 


Silus shudders, his brow furrowing in silent rage. Rage that conveys exactly what he might 
do. 


“T thought you were going to kill him.” Geralt glares at the shit-boy cupping his jaw, clearly 
broken. He truly might never speak again. 


“He would be so lucky,” Aoibhinn sneers as she plucks her blade from the snow. She turns 
her attention to Silus again, slipping her blade back into its home strapped to her back. “You 
won’t be able to stay here.” 


The old Silus laughs again, the branches quivering at the vibration. “This is not the first time 
that they have come, it will not be the last.” 


Aobhnait looks back at the broken mob, confusion on her face. ““What?” 


“Magick, girl. It is easy. I make them think they slayed some simple beast and let them leave. 
Changing their minds is child’s play.” He waves a hand as ripples of magic emanate from 
him. The two Witchers and Aobhnait watch as each man stills, stands, and turns to leave 
without a single word. 


“What will they think happened?” Aobhnait turns to Silus. “What if they remember? What if 
they come back?” 


“T’ve been here for nearly fifty years, they come and go with their farmers' tools. Sometimes 
a few times a year, sometimes it’s a year or two before I see them again. I charm them and let 
them think they slayed some beast and they return to their hovels victorious. But...” He 
breaths a long deep sigh, the sound wheezing through the trees. “I let whispers exist amongst 
the women. Far and wide they speak my name in hushed tones, a protector. All who come to 
me seeking safety find it in this clearing.” 


“That’s... Admirable,” Aobhnait whispers. Silus’ ear twitches as the wind brings him the 
words and he inclines his head in acknowledgement. 


Aoibhinn rubs at her sore knuckles as Geralt sits quietly, observing the mammoth Fey. ““We 
should get going. We still have a long journey ahead of us and horses to wrangle.” 


Silus raises a hand, that glimmer of magic echoing through them. In the next breath, the three 
horses trot into the clearing. They incline their heads towards Silus in some understanding, 
some foreign greeting. “Don’t be a stranger, Brionnaithe Tine. I am only ever a wish away.” 
And with that, he shimmers and vanishes. The absence of him sends the forest around them 
whirring, groaning. As if to try and cling to his already missing form. 


Geralt and Aobhnait give a mighty exhale and their knees wobble. “That was intense...” It’s 
all her daughter can muster. More than Geralt’s weary groan. 


“Let’s go.” Aoibhinn mounts Rust as the others follow suit with their respective horses. They 
each note the new satchels hanging from their horses. Aobhnait reaches into her and pulls out 
a sealed jar of hot soup. “A gift from Silus,” is all Aoibhinn says as she pulls the reins of Rust 
and trots off through the wood. 


Chapter End Notes 


Silus is based off of my old DnD character, a Bard/Warlock Satyr. Faith is my friend's 
character. In our Campaign, they married. They have two Children, Mealla means 
Lightning in Irish (Faith is a Bloodhunter that uses lightning magic, so it seemed fitting) 
Their other child is a son named Leanan, meaning lover of Fey. 


Monster, Yet Man 


Chapter Summary 


This is a short chapter, and for that I am sorry. I recently started a full time job and have 
been working a lot of over time. On top of being a mom of two young girls and having 
three partners, shit gets hard to juggle and I don't get much time to write. On top of the 
holidays! But I will try to be better about posting, just please bear with me and don't be 
too upset about the short chapters <3 


In this chapter, The trio find their way to Kaer Morhen and Geralt has a run-in with an 
old "friend" 


Chapter Notes 


Whenever I am sad I go back and read y'alls lovely comments <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Aobhnait asks as Kaer Morhen looms into view in the distance, ““What happened to this 
place?” 


Geralt shrugs. “Not enough people to keep up the place, we all left after Vesimir died. No 
point in returning to an empty shadow. But, it’s safe enough for now.” 


“And after? Where will I go after? I can’t stay in this abandoned castle by myself. I know you 
both can’t stay with me. Where do I go that’s safe?” The hysteria threatens to choke her when 
she finishes, staring wide eyed between Geralt, her mother, and Kaer Morhen. 


“We'll figure it out, Mo Lasair. One step at a time.” Aoinhinn trots up next to her daughter 
and takes a deep breath. “They’Il be coming for you, and soon. This way, we are away from 
people. We’ll make our stand here.” 


Aobhnait says nothing for a while as they near the dilapidated castle. But finally, as they 
enter the outer gates, she speaks softly. “What if we don’t make it?” 


“That isn’t an option,” Geralt says as he dismounts Roach and leads him to the worn down 
stable. The two women follow him before dismounting and leaving their horses to wander in 
the outer courtyard. “We will find a way, we have to.” 


“And if they come with an army?” Aobhnait doesn’t dare meet either of their eyes. “If they 
come with a considerable force, what then? We can’t defeat them. I can’t fight. I’m just a 


human.” 


“We will train where we can, when we can. They won’t take us easily.” Geralt swings open 
the front doors of Kaer Morhen with quite an effort. The hinges squealing against the effort 


As Aobnait’s eyes adjust, she takes Kaer Morhen in. The molded stone, the stale air. Any 
carpets that once existed are now simple scraps of fabric on the floors, eaten away by moths 
and age. The clouded windows let in little of the late evening light, casting long shadows 
amongst the rubble. As they make their way through the main room, the light darkens, 
suffocating the natural light as the two Witchers go about using their Igni to light the braziers 
and candles. 


“You expect the three of us to rally our strength against the entire Fox School?” Aobhnait 
bats away a cobweb and glares at Geralt with expectancy. 


“Not three,” a figure appears then, in the shadow. A dark raven haired woman with a 
midnight colored blouse and equally dark leathers. 


Before either woman has a chance to admire her beauty and magical appearance, she clasps a 
hand on Geralt’s shoulder and drags him through the Hell-portal from which she appeared. 


“Ay-” 1s all Geralt manages to choke out before he’s dragged into nothingness. 


Aoibhinn manages to look lost as she side-eyes her daughter and Aobhnait asks, “Where did 
he go?” 


“Tfreann!” She flings a knife into the disappearing portal just before it blinks shut. “I’m 
gonna fooken kill tha’ witch.” 


“Who was that?” Her daughter rushes to the scene and manages to find nothing. 


Aoibhinn goes to fetch her dagger but can find it nowhere. She grins to herself, hoping 
against everything that it found its mark in the witches back. “It was a sorceress. Wretched 
things with a penchant for meddling.” 
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Geralt slams into a stone floor as he emerges through the portal. Years of this and it is still 
unsettling for him to travel with Yennefer through her portals. “Fucking Hell!” He bellows as 
his tongue flicks over a loosened tooth. “Could you - for once in your eternal fucking life - be 
normal?” He bites the words out as he straightens and finds her. 


Yen grabs at her shoulder and crumbles slightly to the floor. “Fuck!” She yells as she does so. 


Geralt rushes to her, finding a knife jutting from her clavicle. “It’s just a knife, Yen. You’ve 
had worse.” His hand goes to the knife, roughly pulling it free from her flesh by the hilt with 
one hand bracing above her breast. 


Every manner of explicits rocket from her throat as he does so. His hand stills on the hilt as 
he smirks, seeing that it belongs to Aoibhinn. “Pull it out!” 


“It’s going to bleed a lot.” 
“Pull. It. The fuck. Out!” The words are vinegar on her tongue. 


Geralt rolls his eyes and grips the hilt tightly, yanking it from it’s home of flesh and bone. 
She screams shrilly, rocking back and forth before stilling on her back and glaring up at 
Geralt. 


“What the ever loving-” 


He tosses the blade down beside him before thinking better of it and tucking it in a strap to 
return to Aoibhinn. “Could you have done that with any less tact? I thought you were 
supposed to be better at diplomacy?” 


“Fuck you and the Roach you rode in on,” she grits out from clenched teeth as she rocks and 
finds a sitting position, still gripping her wounded shoulder. 


“Fuck you too, Yen,” He husks as he grabs her head and plants a kiss on her forehead. “What 
were you thinking?” 


“T needed to talk to you and I wanted to do it in private.” She shoves him away from her, 
grabbing the hem of her skirt and ripping a strip of the fabric off to bind her shoulder. “Shut 
up while I do this.” She begins wrapping her wound while Geralt sits back on his haunches 
with a proud expression. 


“Let me, please.” He grabs the fabric strip from her and swats her hand away when she 
protests. He binds the wound tightly and secures the end of it before sitting back once more. 
“What did you need to talk about so god’s damn urgently?” 


“Proinnseas.” Her head dips ever-so-slightly as she looks to Geralt from under her lashes. 
“She knows you’re here... There.” 


Yennefer doesn’t break eye contact as Geralt pulls the name from his memory banks. His face 
twists awkwardly as he tries to recall why the name gives him a shiver. “The sorceress from 
Rowan?” 


“The very same.” She looks down with a tinge of disgust at her bandage as the blood soaks 
through the dark material of her shredded skirt. “She saw you on your travels here, asked 
around about the fort’s defences - how many might man it.” 


Geralt’s fist tightens at his side, the leather of his glove groaning. “And did you tell her 
anything?” 


Her eyes roll lazily - as if she can’t be bothered by even entertaining the question. Then, she 
spat at his feet. “Fuck you, Geralt.” 


He reaches down and hauls her up to her feet in one swift motion, refusing to release her arm 
and bringing her face to his. “I need to know if you told her anything.” 


“Why? Afraid your girlfriend might get hurt?” Her jaw visibly clenches as her lips pout and 
her eyes roam his face. 


Geralt’s grip tightens just a tad, trying to convey his seriousness in the matter. “No. Her 
daughter.” 


Yen’s eyes soften at his refusal to refute the accusation, noting it for later. “You know I told 
them nothing. And, if you don’t let go of me I will simply have to turn you inside out.” She 
clenches her teeth and juts her jaw forward - the slightest hint of it being crooked caught by 
Geralt’s ever watchful eyes. 


“Even you aren’t capable of something like that.” He doesn’t release her but he also makes 
no move to tighten his grip. 


Yen’s brow cocks mischievously, her jaw settling back into place. “Is that something you 
really wish to gamble? I have entire books committed to memory on how to make outsides 
from your insides.” The slightest twitch of her left eye emphasizing her intention to carry out 
the threat. 


Geralt releases her arm with the barest hint of a shove. “Who knew you could read.” But as 
the hurtful words leave his lips, his eyes dart to her wound and soften. “You should let me 
treat that before it gets infected.” 


“Or you could get fucked.” Her lips curl as she turns and trapses to the nearest acceptable 
seating and collapses into it effortlessly, not the faintest hint of pain or discomfort on her 
expression. “They are coming, Geralt. They are coming for you and those two women.” 
There is a modest bite to the last word, only perceptible to Geralt’s finely tuned ears. 


A moment passes as Geralt tries to figure out how to deliver the next blow. But, seeing as tact 
has never been in the Witcher repertoire, he opts for bluntness. “Will you help us?” 


He knows it's coming before it sounds - the trilling of laughter from her narrow throat. It 
would be comparable to music if it didn’t grate him so much. 


“A simple no would suffice.” He grunts and bends to place a fallen moth-eaten book back on 
a shelf. “Why tell me about the threat if you don’t care?” 


Her face stills slightly, the laughter slowly dying in the rafters of the keep. “Geralt...” She 
waves her hand around the large study of Kaer Morhen that she had teleported them to. “A 
wisp of a woman and two Witchers does not pose a formidable enough force. To aid you 
would spell out certain death for me. Proinnseas is not someone I wish to cross.” 


Geralt scoffs and rolls his eyes to the ceiling. “Are you afraid, Yen? I know what you're 
capable of. I know that if you helped us, we might just stand a chance. I know it, and you 
know it as well.” He gabs a finger in her direction for emphasis. 


She bristles and leans forward in the rotten chair, causing it to groan. “I’m not afraid, Geralt. 
I’m terrified. Proinnseas is absolutely fucking insane and she keeps her secrets well hidden, 
no one knows what she’s capable of. To team up with you against her could be the end of me. 


You might be okay with tossing your life away over some bastard and her brute of a mother 
but I will not.” 


“You scoff at a mother doing any and everything to protect her child from her abusive father 
and mother? Look me in the eyes and tell me you wouldn’t burn the world to ash to save 
Ciri.” 


“Don’t you dare.” A spark of power flashes in her lilac eyes. “Don’t you fucking dare.” 


“What would you have given to have your mother return for you, protect you from all the 
evils you experienced? How can you turn your back on a child, no older than your own?” He 
drops his head, shaking it, a look of disgust pulling his features tight. 


“You don’t get to judge me!” The declaration tears past her teeth as she stands, fists clenched 
at her side. “You don’t get to stand there and be disgusted with me because I won’t commit 
suicide for your girlfriend’s bastard!” 


Geralt’s eyes begin to blacken. “Call her a bastard one more time.” He levels her with a glare. 


““She’s a fucking bastard just like you, just like me.” She grits the words out between 
clenched teeth, her once crooked jaw showing. 


Geralt knows she thinks he is going to strike out at her, be violent. But, he simply turns and 
walks out, leaving her there heaving heavily. He pauses at the archway of the study she had 
ported them to, looking over his shoulder. “I won’t be the monster you want me to be. I won’t 
be the monster they all think me to be.” 


Her answer is small, the grit all but gone from her tone. “So, she makes you want to be 
better.” His unspoken words. 


But, before he can even turn to respond, she’s gone. A few raven feathers waft through the air 
where she once stood. 


“You made me the best monster I could be, she makes me want to be the best man I can be.” 
He says to the empty room before storming out of the room and making his way back to 
Aoibhinn and Aoibhnait. 


Chapter End Notes 


I promise I don't hate Yen, I just feel like after everything they are in a point where they 
have drifted and there are a lot of bitter feelings. They will work through them though. I 
have big plans for the witchers and yen. 


Cliff-Side Freedom 


Chapter Summary 


Geralt enlists Aobhnait's help in gathering ingredients for a potion to find a certain 
Witcher. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Chapter Fifteen 


Geralt can hear Aoibhinn before he sees her, swearing in her native tongue and throwing 
rotted items around the room. The sounds of decaying wood shattering against ancient stones 
crashes against his ears, making him wince. When he enters the room, she stiffens and turns 
slowly. 


“Where in the fook were you?!” She drops the last intact chair to the floor and it cracks 
against at her feet but does not break. 


“I’m sorry, I wasn-" He doesn’t manage to finish the sentence before she’s on him, her mouth 
crashing into his and her arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him close. The kiss is 
ravenous and the sounds of their teeth clacking together is like fireworks in his head. He 
accepts the kiss though, wrapping his arms around her in turn, knowing she needs the 
moment before she finds her anger again. 


When she pulls away, she slaps him. But all Geralt can do is grin, having known it was 
coming. “Don’ give me that shit eatin’ grin, ye bastard. I was fooken worried!” She slaps him 
again and huffs, pacing away from him and then back. She raises her hand again but lowers it 
angrily when Geralt continues to smirk at her. 


“I’m sorry. I didn’t know she would be here. She’s... an old friend.” He puts up a finger to 
ask her to hold her thoughts. “I grabbed this for you.” He pulls the knife from his belt and 
hands it to her, hilt first. 


She smiles then, but the expression is at war with the rage that still pulls at her features, 
giving her a wicked expression. “And how did she like my present?” She can see the blood 
on the blade still, the smell of it not anything like Geralt. 


“She enjoyed it about as much as you intended.” 


She grins more sincerely then, tucking the blade away into her belt once more. “And what do 
ye mean, old friend ?” 


“Well, we’ve known each other for a very long time.” 


“And so the stories of Yennefer of Vengerberg and Geralt of Rivea are tales of old friends ?” 
His expression falls, eyes going just a little too wide. “I’m no fool Geralt. I know who she 
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Aobhnait clears her throat then, making her presence known. “ That was Yennefer? The raven 
haired beauty? One of the most powerful sorceresses the continents have ever seen?” 


Geralt looks between the two of them, clearly trying to decide how much trouble he is in. 
“Yes, that was her. She wanted a word with me about what we were doing here.” 


“And what did you tell her?” The taller woman asks as she takes an eager step towards the 
duo. “What is she like? P’ve heard stories about her.” 


“You’ve heard stories about Yen?” The disbelief and surprise in his tone comes as a shock to 
even his own ears. 


“Mathair told me stories.” She looks to her mother. “Didn’t you, mum? The Raven Haired 
Beauty that fought alongside the White Wolf. Mum wasn’t there of course, but she heard 
stories about some of your adventures from Athair.” Father . She takes another step towards 
them, wonder sparking in her eyes. “I didn’t realize you were the White Wolf in the stories.” 
Her jaw hangs loose, clearly in awe. 


“Who was your father?” 


Aoibhinn tries to interject before her daughter speaks but is too late. “Ivo of Belhaven.” 


“Your father is Ivo? Ivo of Belhaven?” Geralt takes a small staggering step back. He glares at 
Aoibhinn incredulously. “Why didn’t you tell me it was fucking [vo ?” 


‘Wha’ difference would’it make who her father is? He’s dead now.” 


Geralt lets out a bawdy laugh, something from the pits of his guts. “Ivo of fucking Belhaven 
is not dead!” 


Aoibhinn doesn’t move, doesn’t breathe. Her daughter begins to grin before it turns into a 
frown. 


“My father is alive? Where is he?” Her slender fingers ball into eager fists at her side. 


Geralt sobers a bit when he looks between the expressions on both womens faces. “He uh, 
well he went into hiding, that’s what I heard. Not many bears left. When he refused Queen 
Meve, she sent men after him, other Bears actually. He faked his death and went into hiding. 
Again, it’s all speculation. I don’t actually know if he’s alive or dead.” 


Aobhnait looks to her mother, “Is there anything we can do to know, is there any magic you 
know that could find him?” There are tears in her large green eyes, the eyes that Aoibhinn 
loves and yet hates so much. Aobhnait closes the distance between her and her mother, 
placing her shaking hands on her mothers shoulders. “Please?” 


Aoibhinn’s brow furrows, the corners of her lips turning down. She knows she can find Ivo 
fairly easily but... Does she want to ? “Mo Lasair... I don’t know that even if I’m able to find 
him that he would come to us. Ivo wasn’t the most-” 


“Caring person.” Geralt finished the sentence. “Most everyone from the Bear School is 
known for their rather cold hearts. Ivo especially - is or was a bit of a bastard.” 


“Shouldn’t we at least try?” Aobhnait’s lip trembles. “Maybe he’s changed since you heard 
your stories!” 


Aoibhinn can’t deny her daughter this, as much as she wants to. She places a soft kiss to her 
daughter’s hairline and then plucks a hair from her head. “Ill need a drop of blood as well.” 
She looks at Geralt as she pulls out her ingredient satchel. “I’1l need an Erynia Eye, Wolf’s 
Liver, and some Puffball. Lots of Puffball.” 


She pulls a few things from her satchel and begins placing ingredients out on a tattered piece 
of leather. Geralt rifles through his things, “I have Puffball and some dried Wolf’s Liver but 
not much. As for the Erynia Eye, we’ll have to go gather that.” 


“What do you mean, ‘gather’?” Aobhnait looks wildly between them and the ingredients they 
begin to pile up. 


Geralt places what he has on Aoibhinn’s workspace and finds her a passable mortar and 
pestle. “Pll be back with the eye, you work with what you have for now. I know there’s a 
cliffside near here that may have a few lurking Erynia.” He adjusts the swords on his back 
and gives Aobhnait a nod, fighting the urge to comfort her like his own. 


“Can I help?” Aobhnait looks at the both of them, mimicking their intense expressions with 
ease. 


Her mother shakes her head. “I just need a drop of blood from your palm; otherwise this is a 
one woman task.” 


She looks more seriously at Geralt then, waiting for him to turn her down also. 


“Stay close, keep that bow you found at the ready, you’II need it when the fuckers take flight. 
How do you feel about heights?” Aoibhinn spares a glare at Geralt but says nothing. 


“T can do heights, I’m fine. I want to help.” She clenches her teeth and juts out her jaw, 
looking too much like her mother when she’s in a mood. “Let’s go.” She begins marching 
towards the door, grabbing her bow on the way, and flings it open with no small amount of 
effort. 


Geralt chuckles, earning a small smile from his lover, and follows the wispy read-head out 
the front doors of Kaer Morhen. 
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Both Witcher and waif head towards the gate on foot. 


“We aren’t taking the horses?” Aobhnait asks Geralt’s backside. 


“They still need their rest. The journey on foot should take about two hours. Will that be a 
problem?” 


She looks down at her well worn shoes as she avoids a rather sharp looking stone in the path. 
“No, that’s okay. My legs could use a proper stretch.” 


Geralt smirks, “That’s my girl.” He doesn’t look back to see the slight blush reach across 
Aobhnait’s cheeks. 


She can’t help the smile at the fatherly tone. The months together on the road had definitely 
cemented a bond between the three of them, but there was a special bond blooming between 
Geralt and Aobhnait. He couldn’t help his fondness for the fiery little wisp that reminded him 
so much of his own daughter. It wasn’t as if she was lacking a father figure, her adoptive 
father had been up to snuff but he was too protective, too overbearing. She needed this, the 
freedom and trust. She needed to be treated like the adult she was. 


“Thank you for letting me come along.” Her hand goes into the folds of her skirts to brush 
the handle of her knife, just to make sure it was there. “Thank you for trusting me.” 


“You’ve more than proven yourself. Remember when you helped take down that Griffin?” 
He slows his pace to let her catch up beside him. “You shot the thing right through the heart 


and downed it with just two shots.” 


“It was only thanks to your’s and mum's training. I wouldn’t be half as good with this 
contraption if not for the both of you.” 


He nudges at her with his shoulder, attempting to throw her off her gait but she dodges it and 
Geralt stumbles just half a step, causing him to laugh yet again - it was becoming a common 
occurrence around the women. “Don’t downplay your skills. You have all the natural abilities 
one could ask for. Just trust your gut like your mother told you, you’ll be fine. I won’t let 
anything bad happen to you.” 


“Don’t jinx it,” she huffs a laugh. “Famous last words and all.” 


“T’ll die before they take you, Aobhnait.” His serious face is back, with matching scowl. 


She wants to laugh it off but she can’t bring herself to laugh at his willingness to die just to 
protect her. Instead, she smiles and links her arm with his, casting a warm look at him as they 
walk arm in arm. 
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It didn’t take as long as Geralt had predicted to get to the Western Cliffs. Though, he had 
taunted her into a light jog around halfway which cut down on their travel time significantly. 


“We have to climb that?” Aobhnait squeaks out as she cranes her neck to see the tops of the 
cliff faces. 


Geralt saunters to the wall of stone and begins to climb with great ease. “I thought you said 
you were fine with heights. There is a path a few yards above, we just have to get to it.” 


She gulps and approaches the same spot Geralt had gotten his first foothold, trying her best to 
follow his every hand and foot placement as she follows him upwards. 


There is a moment of panic as she looks down, only to watch her foot slip on a loose stone. 
She gasps and slams her body against the rocks, gripping with all of her might. 


“Everything okay down there?” 


“Fuckin’ peachy!” She takes a shuddering breath and continues the climb, refusing to look 
down any more. Once they reach the “path” she breathes a sigh of relief and shakes the 
gelatin feeling from her limbs. 


“Keep your eyes peeled, the Erynia are a stealthy and quick bunch. You’! feel their talons 
before you see them. Bow at the ready.” She does as she 1s told and pulls the bow from her 
back, stringing it with little effort, smirking at the bit of new muscle on her arms as she does 
sO. 


“How often did you scale these cliffs as a boy?” She pulls an arrow from her quiver and 
notches it between her fingers on the string. 


Geralt pauses but only for a fraction of a second, struggling to pull up the memories from his 
childhood. “Too many times to count.” 


“What did you do for fun as a child around here?” She’s still panting around her words, a bit 
winded from the climb. 


“Why are you so curious about my childhood?” His ears perk up as he hears the sound of 
feathers on the wind; too many wings. “Heads up-” He barely has time to pull his silver 
sword before the arrow is liberated from Aobhnait’s fingers, finding its home in the monster's 
throat. 


By the time he turns to see her, she has another arrow notched and is honing in on her next 
target. The arrow flies true, slamming into the wing of a monster, maiming it and felling it 
from the skies. “Keep up old man. Or, am I going to have to take them all down myself?” 


At that, Geralt leaps at her, sword held high, ready to strike. She slams her eyes shut as the 
sickening sound of blade meeting bone infiltrates her ears. She peaks and sees Geralt’s sword 
embedded in the skull of a Harpy just above her left shoulder. 


“Someone’s a bit too big for her boots.” A sickening thunk as he pulls the sword free from 
the beasties head. He spins and cuts the wing from a Harpy with ease as it dives for them, 
missing the next one as it sinks it’s talons into Geralt’s shoulder. 


Time stutters and slows for Aobhnait as she watches Geralt soar through the air, landing on 
his ass and nearly falling from the cliff’s face. ““ GERALT!” She screams and abandons her 
bow, diving for him to keep him from rolling over the edge. 


“Behind you!” He shoves her back and away as another set of talons pierce his chest instead 
of Aobhnait’s back. He grunts and stands easily enough despite his injuries, going to 
Aobhnait as she struggles to stand herself. “I got you,” he croons as he picks her up and sets 
her right. “Get your bow, cover me.” 


“But, your chest!” Her hand goes to him but he takes a step away from her and swings his 
sword elegantly through the air, prepping for the next strike. 


“Don’t worry about me, wisp, worry about them.” He points up at the dozen or so Harpies 
circling them, quickly descending to make their attack. “Bow! Now!” 


She dives for the blasted thing, gathering the arrows that spilled from her quiver off the 
ground. “I’ve got you.” She has an arrow notched in half a breath and looses it, felling one 
more monster with ease. “Are these the Erynia’s?” 


“Unfortunately, no. These are just regular Harpies. What we need to find are much larger and 
much more deadly.” Two more Harpies dive at Geralt, the smell of his blood thick in their 


nostrils. His blade is a blur as it sings through the air, landing lethal blows on each winged 
hell-spawn that makes the grave mistake of coming near him. 


Aobhnait covers Geralt with her bow and arrows, only missing widely twice as the Harpy 
saw the impending arrow and rolled out of the way. It only takes the better part of ten minutes 
before the steaming corpses lie all around the cliffs around them and on the ground below. 
More lay dead with arrows sticking from their corpses than ones with sword wounds. 


“Did I win?” She huffs a laugh and wipes her brow before tucking her bow back behind her 
and making a show of counting. “I think I won.” 


“Tt’s not a game.” He glowers at her before pulling a small pouch from his hip and packing 
his chest wounds with some foul smelling poultice. “Get the one on my back.” He tosses her 
the pouch and makes quick work of unbuckling his armor to give her better access to the 
wounds on his back. 


She takes the poultice and dips her fingers into it, gagging at the smell. The scars on his 
shoulder give her pause, but not for long. She had seen a few of them when Geralt dressed in 
his casual clothing on the road. But, some of them were so gruesome looking, she couldn’t 
help but stroke at one. 


“A Fiend. On Bald Mountain.” 


“You fight so many things alone, don’t you?” She packs the mound gently with the foul 
mixture. 


He chuckles, exhaling out his nose. “I actually wasn’t really alone at that time. My-” he 
coughs and hangs his head. “Ciri was with me. My, uh, daughter.” 


She finishes and wraps a strip of cloth the best she can, trying to keep the poultice in place. 
“You struggle with calling her your daughter, why?” 


“I’m not sure. I’ve just never been comfortable with it, I suppose.” 


“Ts it... Is it because you think she could do better, that you don’t deserve her?” 


He laughs and pulls the bloodied shirt back over his shoulder and rights his armor. “You’re 
perceptive. I’ll give you that. What makes you think that?” 


“You make it a habit of treating everyone around you like some rare cherishable, while you 
blink none at throwing away your own life for the sake of those that don’t even deserve it.” 


“T brought you to a Harpies nest, Aobhnait. I wouldn’t exactly call that cherishing .” 


She rolls her eyes and scoffs. “Leave it to you to turn something good into something 
burdensome.” He goes to say something but she puts her hand up to stop him. “You are the 
only one in my life, thus far, that has treated me like the adult I am.” She approaches a harpy 
and yanks an arrow from its chest cavity, a sickening thrunk sounding off the cliff. “How old 
were you when you first drew blood?” She doesn’t give him time to respond before saying, 
“Exactly. Now shut your ugly face and hand me those arrows.” She slings the arrow to and 
fro to shake the blood from it before pointing it at another felled harpy corpse. 


Geralt gives her an unappreciative scowl before yanking three arrows from a body and 
tossing them to her. “You are too much like your mother.” 


“Please don’t compare me to the woman you are fucking, as sure as I am that that is a 
compliment.” She scowls at him as he blushes and attempts to back-track. “Shut up and find 
this stupid Erynia.” 


“Yes ma’am ,” he says with no shortage of sarcasm. “They should be somewhere at the top of 
the cliff; they enjoy the element of surprise though, so be on the lookout as we ascend.” 


She nods with a jerk of her chin and continues to gather her arrows. “I’ve got your back.” 


“You always do.” 
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Aobhnait has never been so high as they ascend the cliff face and reach the top. The wind 
whips her mane of curls with a furry as she digs her fingers into the topsoil of the ledge and 
hoists herself up. “You can see everything from here.” There is some measure of awe in her 
voice as she spins slowly, taking in the full view. 


“Yeah,” Geralt pulls his sword and cocks his head to listen. “The entire kingdom of nothing 
and nowhere.” 


“Shut up, it’s beautiful.” 


The mists of the lower lands curl sensually around the tips of the trees at the base of the cliff, 
giving some air of mystery. The once solid grey skies take on hues of blue and green as the 
sun struggles to bleed through and caress their flesh. She reaches out and wafts a hand 
through the thick fog, scattering it before her fingers. 


“Tt’s just the mist.” 


She gives him a stupefied look, “I’m still getting used to being alive.” She grabs a hold of her 
skirts and gives them a twirl, the fog moving with her rather than against her. “You’ve lived 
so much in your decades of life... but how little I’ve lived in my miniscule twenty years. 
Don’t take this from me, Geralt. Let me feel it... Let me live, just in this moment.” 


Geralt can give nothing but a pause as he watches Aobhnait scan the horizon and spread her 
arms over the grey skies; a mighty goddess in her element. 


It’s too late as the talons slam into his throat and scalp from behind. Everything goes black 
for the Witcher up on the cliff, the words of awe dying on his chapped lips as the blood 
sprays from his veins. 


“ Geralt!” Aobhnait cries, her hand going to her bow... but Geralt’s body slumps to the 
mossy floor, some ancient call taking his vision as his face slams into the ground beneath 
him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Can little ole' Aobhnait really defend herself and Geralt's body from an Erynia on her 
own? 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


